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ACT 1 SCENE 1. 


Enter the Lacy Widew Plus; Frances and Moll, Sis 
Godfrey «wth Edmond, all in Mourning. The Wis 
doo wringing her Hats aud burfting\out into Fawn: 
e newly come from the Burial of her Huzbaud. 


1%. 2 


4 born ! ps 
Sir God. . Nay, FO Silt, 300 cl” 
ſweet Sifter; be of good Comfort, bew, 
2 your felf a Woman, now or never. © 
Fid. Oh, I have loſt the deareſt N 
Bene buried the Aneeteſt Husband . ever lay by 
Woman. 
| Cir God. Nay, give him his due, he was "iT an 
honeſt, virtuous, Hrser wiſe Man,——he was my 
Brother, as right, as Tight. 
Mid. O, I ſhall never forget him, never forget bin. 
he was a Man ſo well given to a Waman——oh! . - 
Sir God. Nay, but kind Siſter, Lchuld weep as 9 as 
any Woman, but alas, our Tears egpriot call him again: 
methinks you are well read, Siſter, and know that Death 
Is as common as Bom, 4common 9 to all Men ja 
A Ma 


4 The Puritan': or The © 


Man ſhall be taken when he's making water. .—Nay, 
did not the learned Parſon, Maſter Pi rar tell us e = 


now, that all Fleſh is frail, we are born to die, Man 
bas but a time: With ſuch like deep and profound Per- 
uaſions, as he is a rare Fellow, you know, and an ex- 


tellent Reader; and for Example, (as there are Exam. 

les abundince) did not Sir Hz Bubble die t'other 
Bey, there's a luſty Widow, why ery'd not above 
half an Hour — for ſhame, for ſhame : Then follow'd 
him old Maſter Fulſome the Uſurer, there's a wiſe WI. 


dow, why ſhe cry d a ne ' er a whit at all. * 


Vid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Wonen I 
had a Husband out-ſhin'd 'em all. 

Sir God. Ay that he did, i' faith, he out-ſhin'd 'em all, 

Vid. Doſt thou ſtand there and fee us all weep, and 
not once ſhed a Tear for thy Father's Death ? oh thou 
ungracious Son and Heir thou ? 

Zam. Troth Mother, I ſhould not weep I'm ſure -I 
am paſt a Child I. hope, to make all my old School- 
fellows laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, fo I ſhould; 
pray let one of my Siſters weep for me, Þll laugh as 
much for her another time, 

Vid. O thou paſt-Grace thou, out of my fi bt thou 
celeſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the Death of 


thy Father: O thou ſtubborn only Son: had'ſt thou'ſuch 


an honeſt Man to thy Father - that would deceive all the 
World to get Riches for thee, and canſt thou not po 
« little Salt-Water ! He that ſo wiſely did quite d 


| ow the right Heir of thoſe Lands; which now you 1 


ſpe& not: up every Morning bewixt four and five, ſo 


uly at Weftminſtcr- Hall every Term: time, with all his 


Cards and Writings, for thee thou wicked Ab/alom—— 


O dear Husband 


Edm.Weep, quotha ? I proteſt Iam glad he's Church- | 


ed ; for now he's gone, I ſhall ſpend in quiet. 
Fran. Dear Mother, pray ceaſe, half yourTears ſuffice, 
"Tis time for you to take truce with your Eyes,, 
me weep now. 
Mid. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet: Huband 
have loſt, have I loſt ! —if bleſſed be the Carle the 
| Rain rains * he had it, Touring down. 1 
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Widew of Watling- ſtreet. 3 
Sir God. Siſter, be of good chear, we are all mortal 
our ſelves, I come upon you freſſily, I ne er ſpeak with- 
out comfort, hear me what I ſhall ſay,—my Brother 
has left you wealthy, you're rich. 
Wid. O | 
Sir God. I ſay you're rich: you are alſo fair. 
* 5 3 
Sir God. Go to, you're fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
Beauty will come to light; nor are your Years ſo far en- 


ter'd with you, but that you will be ſoughtafter, and may 
very well anſwer another Husband : the World is full 


of fine Gallants, choice enow, Siſter, —for what ſhould 


we do with all our Knights, I pray ? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, luſty fair-brow'd 
Ladies, Go to, be of good comfort, I ſay, leave ſnob- 
bing and weeping, —yet my Brother was a kind-hearted 
Man. I would, not have the Elf ſee me now, —come, 
p:uck up a Woman's Heart,. here ſtand your Daugh- 
ders, who be well Eſtated, and at maturity will alſo be 
inquir'd after with good Husbands ; ſo all theſe Tears 
ſhall be ſoon dry*d up, and a better World than ever— 
what W oman ! yeu muſt not weep ſtill ; he's dead, he's 
buried—yet I cannot chuſe but weep for him. 
Mid. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick then! 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon I tread 
To ſuch intent, O, may it be my Grave: | 
And that the Prieſt may turn his Wedding-Prayers, 
gre with a breath, to Funeral duft and aſhes ; : 
, Out of a Million of Millions. I ſhould ne'er find ſuch 
a Husband ; he was unmatchable——unmatchable ; no- 
thing was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not ſpeak 


ol that one thing that I had not; beſide, I had Keys of 


all, kept all, receiv'd all, had Mony in my Purſe, ſpent 
what I would, went abroad when I would, came home 
when I would, and did all that I would: O—-my ſweet 
Husband ; I ſhall never have the like. 2 
Sir God. Siſter, ne ex ſay fo, he was an honeſt Brother 
of mine, and ſo, and you may light 1 5 one as ho- 
neſt again, or one as honeſt again may light upon you; 
that's the properer phraſe indeed. E 
id. Nevs- O if you La me, urge it not. in 
. | 8 


| 
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© may I be the by-word of the Word, © 

Fhe common talk at Table, in the Mouth 

Of every Groom and Waiter, if e er more 8 

Lentertain the carnal ſuit of Man.  [Kngehs. 
Moll. I muſt kneel down for faſhion. too. ; 

Fran. And I, whem never Man as yet hath ſcal'd, 

E'en in this depth of general Sorrow, vox 

Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch loſs, 

As a dear Husband ſeems to be, once dead. 

Moll. I lov'd my Father well too; but to ſay, 

Nay, vow, I would not marry for his Death, 

Sure I ſhould ſpeak falſe Latin, ſhould I not? 

Fd as ſoon vow never to come in Bed. 

Tut, Women muſt live by th* quick, and not by th' dead. 

Vid. Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kiſs the: 

| Drawing out her Husband's Picturt. 

How like him is their Model; their brief Picture 

Quickens my Tears: my Sarrows are renew'd 

At their freſh fight. "1 

Sir God. Siſter | 3 
id. Away, : ale 

All honeſty with him is turn'd to Clay. 

O my ſweet Husband, ( 5 x 
Fran. My dear Father! [ Exeunt Wid. and Fran. 


Moll. Here's a puling indeed! I think my Mother 


weeps for all the Women that ever buried Husbands; 
ſor if from time to time all the Widows Tears in Fx 
land had been bottled up, I do not think all would hays 
filled a T e Bottle: alas, a ſmall matter 
bucks a Handkerchief,----and ſometimes the Spittle 
Hands too nigh Saint Thomas a Watring's. Well, Lan 
mourn in good ſober ſort as well as another ; but where 
T ipend one Tear for a dead Father, I could give twen- 
ry Kiſſes for a quick Husband. _ [Exit Moll. 
Sir God. Well, go thy ways, old Sir Godf+ey, and thou. 
may ſt be proud on't,thou haſt a kind lovingSitter-in-law. 
How conſtant? how paſſionate? how full of April the poor: 
Soul's Eyes are. Well, I would my Brother knew ont, 
he ſhould then know what a kind Wife he had left be- 
hind him.'Truth,and '"twere not for ſhame that the Nog 
_ bours at th' next Garden ſhould hear me betwixt Joy and. 
_ Grief, I ſhould gen cry out- right. [Exit Sir Godirey- 
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Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 7 
Edw. So, a fair riddance, my Father's laid in Duſt; 

his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the 

Worms will cut him up ſhortly : Farewell old Dad, fare- 

well; PH be curb'd in no more: I perceive a Son and 

Heir may quickly be made a Fool, and he will be one, 

but PIttake another order ;——Now ſhe would have me 

weep for him forſooth, and why,becauſe he cozen'd the 
right Heir, being a Fool, and beſtowed thofe Lands on 
me his Eldeſt Son; and therefore J muſt weep for him. 
ha, ha: why, all the World knows, as long as twas 
his Pleaſure to get me, *twas his Duty to get for me: I 
know the Law in that Point, no Attorney can gnll me, 

Well, my Uncle is an old Aſs, and an admirable Cox- 

comb, I'Il rule the Roaſt my felf. PH be kept under no 

more, I know what I may do well 8 by my Fas 
' ther's Copy: the Law's in mine own Hands now: Nay, 

now I know my ſtrength, I'll be ſtrong enough for my 
Mother, I warrant you. Exif. 
Ester George Pye-boord, and Peter Skirmiſh. 

Pye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thow 
that were wont to be as hot as 3 as nimble as 
a Fencer, and as louſie as a School-maſter; now thou 
art put to filenee like a Scary, War fits now like a. 
pu of Peace, and does nothing; where be your Mus- 

ets, Calivers and Hot-ſhots ? in Long: lane at pawn, at. 

7 ? Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, 
aRey-guns, and Bawds the Gunners——who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give 
Warning; with hems, hums, and pocky-coughs ; only 
yourChambers are licens'd to play upon you, and Drabs. 
enow to give fire to em. 3 

Stir, Well, I cannot tell, but J am ſure it goes wrong 
a- with me, for ſince the Ceſſure of the Wars, I have ſpent 
dil. above a hundred Crowns out of Purſe: I have been a 
jou. Soldier any time this forty Vears, and now I perceive- 

W. an old Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one De- 

ö ſtiny, and in the end turn both into Hob- nails. | 
Pye. Pretty Myſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob- 
nail is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-ſoal. * 
Hir. Iwill not ſay but that War is a Blood - ſucker, and 
ſo; but in my Conſcience, (as there is no Soldier hut has 
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| therefore not to cog with Peace, I'Il not be afraid to 
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Puritan: or, The 
a piece of one, tho? it be full of holes, like a ſhot Anci- 


ent, no matter, *twill ſerve to ſwear by) in my Conſci- 


ence, I think ſome kind of Peace has more hidden Op- 
preſſions, and violent heady Sins, (though looking of a 
gentle Nature) than a profeſt War. 


Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gentle- . 


man, and a Scholar, I have been matriculated in the U- 
niverſity, wore out ſix Gowns there, ſeen ſome Fools, 
and ſome Scholars, ſome of the City, and ſome of the 
Country, kept Order, went bare-headed over the Qua- 


drangle, eat my Commons with a good ' Stomach, and 
battled with Diſcretion; at laſt, having done many lights 


and tricks to maintain my Wit in uſe (as my Brain would 
never indure me to be idle) I was _ the Univer- 
ity, only for ſealing a Cheeſe out of Jeu College. 
Sir. Is't pcilible ? | | | 


Bye. O] there was one We/hman (God forgive him) 


Purtued it hard, and never left, till I turn'd my Staff to- 


ward London, where when I came, all my Friends were 


it-hol'd, gone to Graves, (as indeed there was but a ſew 
ft before) then was I turn'd to my Wits, to ſhift in the 
World, to towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and 


_ Gulls, and Ladies eldeſt Sons, to work upon nothing, to 
'- feed out of Flint, and ever ſince has my Belly been much 


deholden to my Brain. But now to returii to you, old 


_. Skirmiſh, Fay as you ſay, and fot my part wiſh a Tur- 
_ bulency in the 
but my Wits, and I think they are as mad as they wilt 


orld, for I have nothing in the World, 


bei and to ſtrengthen your Argument the more, I ſay an 
honeſt War is better than a bau dy Peace. As touching my 


Proſeſſion; the multiplicity of Scholars, hatcht and nou- 
iht in the idle Calms of Peace makes em like Fiſhes, 


one devour another; and the Community of Learning has 


ſo plaid upon Affections, that thereby almoſt Religion is 
come about to Phantaſie, and peg gin being too 
much ſpoken of——in ſo many and mean Mo 


uths I my 
ſelf being a Scholar and a Graduate have no ether com- 
fort by my Learning, but the Affection of my words, 
to know how Scholar-like to name what I want, and can 
call my ſelf a Beggar both in Greek and Latin; and 


By, 


ww 


— 


r ab « * PY _ OY = 


"2 a 


LT AR RO PQ % 


— — — . — , ‚⏑— ¹] + fo tg ED I — > et _ — —— oo 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 9 

ſay, "tis a great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher: a 

eat Getter of Children, which muſt either be Thieves 
or rich Men, Knaves or Beggars. | EE 

Skir. Well, would I had been born a Knave then, 
when I was born a Beggar ; for if the truth was known, 
I think I was begot when my Father had never a 
Penny in his Purſe. _ _ | "I 

Pye. Puh, faint not, old Skirm;þ, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Deſcenſus Averni, tis an eaſie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may'ſt be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other Profeſſions, and an arrant Drab 
to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by our Wits 
thrive in deſpight of her; for the Law lives by Quarrels, 
the Courtier by ſmooth Good-morrows, and every Pro- 
feſſion makes it ſelf greater by Imperfections, why not 
we then by Shifts, Wiles, and Forgeries? And ſeeing our 
Brains are the only Patrimonies, let's ſpend with Judg- 
ment, not like a deſperate Son and Heir, but like a ſober 
and diſcreet 'Templer,--one that will never march he- 
yond the Bounds of his Allowance, and for our thriv- 
ing means, thus, I my ſelf will put on the Deceit of a 
Fortune-teller, a Fortune-teller. | 

Stir. Very proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter, or a Conjurer. 

Skir. A Conjurer ? 5 

P;e. Let me alone, I'll inſtruct you, and teach you to 


deccive all Eyes but the Devil's. 


Ski. O ay, for | would not deceive him, and I could 


” chuſe, of all others. 


Pye. Fear not, I warrant you; and ſo by theſe means we 
mall help one another to Patients, as the Condition of the 
Age affords Creatures enow for r to work upon. 

$kir. O wondrous, new Fools and freſh A ſſes. 

Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. | | 

Stir. What in the name ef Conjuring? | 

Pye. My Memory greets me happily with an admirable 
Subject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow,-who of late I 
law weeping in her Garden, ſor the Death of herHusband, 
ſure ſhe's but a watriſh Soul, and half on't by this time is 
dropt out of her Eyes: Device well mana may do good 
upon her: it ſtands firm, my firſt practice ſhall be there. 

Skir, You have my Voice, George. 
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Bye. Sh'as a grey Gull to her Brother, a. Fool to, 
her ouly. Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter z 
| ] over-heard 'em ſeverally, and from their words FL 
| derive my Device: and: — old Peter Skirmiſb, ſhall. 
be my ſecond in all ſlights. 
|; Sir. Ne'er doubt me, George eln 
85 muſt teach me to conjure. 

Enter Captain Idle piniom d, and auith a Guard 
Officers paſjeth.over the Stage. | 


a ——  ' a——_— —_ * 


| Pye. Puh, III * thee, Peer : | 
| How now! what's he ? | | 
t Skir. O George this fight kills me, 3 
Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain Ms, - 
Pye. Captain Idle. 
Skir. Apprehended for ſome felonious Act or other;. 
| he has ſtarted out, has made a N ight on t, lackt Silver; 
{ cannot but commend his Reſolution, he would not 
pawn his Buff- Jerkin, I would either ſome of us were 
| imploy'd, or might pitch our Tents at Uſurers Doors, 
= t9 kill the Slaves as they peep out at the Wicket. 
© Pye. Indeed, thoſe are our ancient Enemies; they keep 
= aur Money 1 in their hands, and make us to be hang'd for 
\ Tohbing of em ; but come let's follow after to the Priſon, 
ö and knew the nature of this Offence, and what we can 
|  Readhim in, he ſhall be ſure of; and Pl] uphold it fall, 
2a charitable Knave is better than a ſoothing Puritan.[Ex.. 
Enter at one Door Corporal Oath, and at the ather three of 
the Widow Puritans Serwing-Men, Nicholas St. Ant- 
lings, Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Fraiity in black. 7 
feurvey Mourning Coats, and Books at theirGirdles, as 


coming from Church. They meet. a 
| Nich. What, Corporal Oath / I am ſorry we have met Pp 
4 with you nextour Hearts ; you are the Man that weare 1 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not ſwear, I 

can tell you, and you have the Name for Swearing. 4 

Sim. Ay, Corporal Oath, I would you would do io. WW + 
much as forſake us, we cannot abide you, we e mult not. 1 
be ſeen in Ages ems. r 

Frail. There is none of us, L can tell you, but ſhall 

be ſoundly. v tor Swearing, 5 


Corp. Why how now we three ? W 8 
Moes, F leſh. a Good- Fridays. a. Hand. 
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| Widow of Wallet reer. 


A Oh. 

Corp. Why Nicholas Sr. Antlings, Simon St. Mary: O-- 
weries, has the De'il poſſeſt you, that you ſwear no 
better, you: Half-Chriſten'd Katamites, you Un-god-- 
mother'd Varlets; does the firft Leſſon teach you to be 
Proud, and the ſecond. to be Coxcombs ? proud Cox 
combs, not once to do Duty to a Man of Mark. 

Frail. A Man of Mark, quotha, I do not think he- 
can ſhew a Beggar's Noble. 

Corp. A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that is a- 
ble to blow you up all dry with your Books at your girdles. . 

Sim. We are not taught to believe that, Sir, for. we 
know the Breath of Man is weak. 

Corporal breathes on Frailty. 

Prail. Eoh, you lye, Nicholas; for here's one ſtrong, 

4 enough; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me a- 

bove *twelve-ſcore off on him; I warrant, if the Wind- 
{tood right, a Man might ſmell him from the top on 
Newgate to the Leads of Ludeate. ; 
Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow Book of Wax candle. 

Nich. Ay, you may ſay what you will, ſo you ſwear not. 

Corp. I ſwear by the 

Nich. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath ; but if you: 
car once, we ſhall fall down in a Swoon preſently. 

Corp. I muſt and will-ſwear : you quivering Cox-- 
combs, my Captain is imprifon'd, and by Vulcans Lea- 
ther Cod-piece Point 

Nich. © Simon, what an Oath was there? 

Frail. H he ſhould chance to break it, the poor Man's 
Breeches would fall down about his Heels, for. Feaus- 
allows but one Point to his Hoſe. 

Corp. With theſe, myBully-Fleet, I will thump ope the 


et Priſon- Doors, and brain the er with the Be ing; 

. Box, but I'll ſet my honeſt ſweet Captain 7dle at liberiy, 

I Nick. How, Captain Jale? my old Aunt 's. Son, my; 
dear Kinfman in Cappadochio. 


Corp. Ay, thou Church- peeling tho Holy- paring,Re-- 
ligious Out: ſide thou; if thou hadſ any grace in. thee, 
thou wouldſt viſit him, relieve him, ſwear to get him out. 

Mob. Alſure you, Corporal, indeed-la,." tis the füſiꝛ 
' time I heard on't. 

Corp. Why do't now then, Matmaſtt3 bring forth thy 
yearly Wages, let not a Commander periſti. Sings. 


12 . The Puritan; or, The 
Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he ſhall ne. 
Nich. Well, Corporal, Pl een along with you, to 

"viſit my Kinſman, if I can do him any good, I will 


but I have nothing for him; Simon St. Mary Oweries 
and Frailty, Pray make a Lye for me to the Knight, 
my Maſter, old Sir' Godfrey 
Corp. A Lye : may you ow then ? 

Frail. O ay, we may lye, but we muſt not ſwear. 

Sim. True, we may lie with our Neighbour's Wife, 
1 but we muſt not ſwear we did ſo. 
| Corp. O, an excellent Tag of Religion. i 
| Nich. O, Simon, I have thought upon a ſecond Ex- 


nf cuſe, it will go Current, ſay that I am gone to a Faſt. 
| | Sim. To a Faſt? very good. 


Nich. Ay, to a Faſt, ſay, with Maſter Full. belly the 
Miniſter, 
[ Sim. Maſter Full- belly! an honeſt Man: He feeds 
the Flock well, for he s an excellent Feeder. 

[ Exeunt Corporal and Nicholas. 

Frail. O I, I have ſeen him eat a whole Pig, and after- | 
ward fall to the Pettitoes. [Exeunt Simon and Frail 
The * Priſon. Enter Captain Idle at one Deor, 
and an old Soldier at theother 


Pye . Pray turn the Key. [Speaking within. 
Sher. Turn the Key, I pray. 
. Capt. Who ſhoul thoſe be, I almoſt know their 
Voices ? O my Friends ! [ Entri 


You're welcome to a ſmelling Room here; you new y 
took leave of the Air, is't not a ſtrange Saveur? 
Pye. As all Priſons have ſmells of ſundry W retches 3 
Who, the' d parted, leave their Scents behind 'em. 
By Gold, Captain, I am fincerely ſorry for thee, : 
Capt. By my troth, George, Ithank thee ; but, piſh 
U ——vhat muſt be, muſt be. 
| Skir. Captain, what do you lie in for? is't great? 
1 what's your Offence? 
A Capt. Faith my Offence is ordinary common, 2 
Highway, and I fear me my Penalty. will be ordinary 


and common too, a Halter. 


Pye. Nay, propheſie not ſo ill, it wal o hard 
But Th tk or thy 3 y 1 = 
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Capt. Whether I live or die, thou art an honeſt 
| George, T'll tell you——Silver flow'd not with me, as it 
had done, for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatter- 
ers, I had a ftart out, and by chance ſet upon a fat Stew- 
ard, thinking his Purſe had been as purſy as his Body; 
and the Slave had about him but the poor purchaſe of 
ten Groats: Notwithſtanding being deſcried, 2 
and taken, I know the Law is ſo grim, in reſpect of 
many deſperate, unſettled Soldiers, that I fear me I ſhall 
dance after their Pipe for't. 
Skir. I am twice ſorry for you, Captain; firſt, that 
your Purchaſe was ſo ſmall, and now your Danger 
is ſo great. Ws? 
Capt. Puſh, the worſt is but Death, ———hz' you a 
Pipe of 'Tobacco about you ? 
| Kir. I think I have thereabouts about me. 
[ Captain blows a Pipe. 
| Capt. Her@'s a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 


. Pye. Well, I muſt caſt about ſome happy ſlight: 
= Work Brain, that ever didit thy Maſter right. 

A { Corporal and Nicholas within. 
, Corp. Keeper, let the Key be turn'd. 


Nich. Ay, ay pray, Maſter Keeper, give's a caſt o 
your Office. | 


Capt. How now? more Viſitants ?—what, Cor- 
poral Oath ? 
Pye. Skir. Corporal. 
Corp. In Priſon, honeſt Captain? this muſt not be. 
| Nich. Haw do you, Captain Kinſman ? 
3 Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure 
| ſtarcht Fool here ? 


Nich. Youſee, Kinſman, I am ſomewhat bold to call 


ſh in, and fee how you do; I heard you were ſafe enough, 
and I was very glad on't, that it was no worſe. 

? Capt. This is a double torture now, —this Fool by 

th' Book doth vex me more than my Impriſonment. 


What meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither ? 
Corp. Who, he? ſhall relieve thee, and ſupply 
thee, I'll make him do't. En, | ; 


Capt. Fy, what vain Breath you ſpend: 3 
He ſupply? I'll ſooner expect Merey from an Uſurer when 
| my 


— 
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my Hond's forfeited, fooner Kindneſs from aLawyer when 
my Money's ſpent ; nay, ſooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. FH look forRehef from him 
when Luciſti is reftor'd to his Blood, and in Heav'n again. 
VNith. I warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for 
my Ear burns moſt tyrannically. ; 
Phe. Captain Idle, what's he there? he looks like a 
Monkey upward, and a Crane downward. 
Capt. Piaw; a fooliſh Couſin. of mine. I muft 
thank God for him. 
' Pye. Why, the better Subject to work a ſcape upon; 
thou. fhalt e en change Cloaths with him, and leave 
him here, and ſoĩ?xrdʒ T 
Capt. Puſh, Ipubliſht him een now to my Corporal, 
he will be damn'd &er he do me ſo much good; why, 
I know a more proper, a more handſome Device than 
that if the Slave would be Sociable, —now Goodman 
Fleerface.? 3 | 
Nich. O, my Couſin begins to ſpeak to me now, I «If 
ſhall be acquainted with him again, I hope. | | 
Kir. Look ! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of 
tis Wrinkles. 
Bye. Then what ſay you to this Device, a happy | 
one Captain ? 


Capt. Speak low, George; Priſon-Rats have wider 
| Ears than thoſe in Malt-lotts. 1 
l Nich. Couſin, if it lay in my power, as they ſay, 
N to- do | 0 
Capt. Twould do me an exceeding pleaſure indeed, that ˖ 


ne er talk furder on't, the Fool will be hang d e' er he do. 
Corp. Rox, I'll thump him to't. | 


[ Pye. Why, do but try the Fopſter, and break it to 
. him bluntly. | 
| Capt. And ſo my Diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and a 
== theSlave ſlaver out our purpoſe to his Maſter; for would. ' | 
j I were but as ſure on't, as I am ſure he will deny to dot. f 
Nich. I would be heartily glad, Couſin, if any of my t 
1 3 en might ſtand, ha : 
| n „you ſee her offers his Fri imly . 
do you a_ 2 fooliſh 4 : 
e Ay,, that's the Hell on't, I would he would: | 
| «Fr it wilely,. | Nich. a 
0 
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Widow of Warling' ſtreet. 3 
Nich. Verily, and indeed la, Couſi n- 

Capt. I have took note of thy Fleers a good while, if 
thou art minded to do me good, as thou gap ſt upon me 
comfortably, and giv'it me charitable Faces, which in- 
deed is but a, faſhion in you all that are Puritans ; wilt 
ſoon at Night ſteal me thy Matter's Chain? 

Mech. Oh, I ſhall ſwoon! 

Pye. Corporal, he ſtarts already 

Capt. I know it to be worth three hundred Crowns, and 
with the half of that, I can buy my Life ata-Broker's, 
at ſecond hand, which now lies in pan to the Law; if 
this thou refuſe to do, being eaſy-and nothing dangerous, 
in that thou art held in geod Opinion of thy Maſter, 
why 'tis a palpable Argument thou held'ſt my Life at. 
no Price, and theſe thy broken and unjointed are 
but only created in thy Lip, now Born, and now Zu- 
ried, fooliſſi Breath only: what, woult do't? ſhall 1 
look for Happineſs in thy Anſwer ? 

Nich. Steal my. Maſter's Chain, quoth he? no, it ſhalt: ' 
ne' er be ſaid, that Nicholas St. Antlings committed Bird - 
lime! | 

Capt. Nay, I told you as much, did I not? tho? he 
be a Puritan, yet he will be a true Man. 

Nich. Why Couſin, you know tis written, Thou 
ſnalt not Steal. | 

Capt. Why, and Fool, thou ſhalt love thy Neigh- 
bour, and help him in Extremities. i 

Nich. Mass, I think it be indeed; in what Chapter's.. 
that, Couſin ? | 

Capt: Why in the firſt of Charity, the ſecond Verſe. - 
Nich. The firſt of Charity, queth-a, that's a good 
jeſt, there's no ſuch Chapter in my Book! 24 

Capt. No, I know 'twas torn out of thy Book, and: 
that makes-it ſo little in thy Heart. 
ye. Come, let me tell you, you're teo unkind a Kinſ- 
man i' faith; the Captain loving you fo. dearly, ay, like 
the Pomwater of his Eye, and you to be ſo uncomfor-- 
table, fie, fie. . | | 

Nich. Pray do nat wiſh ma to be hang d, any thing elſe 
that I can do; had it been to rob, I would ha don't; but 
I. muſt not Steal; that's the word, the literal, Thou ſhalt. 
not Steal; and. would you with.me to ſeal then? 
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Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth; 

why wilt thou N im it from him? | 

Nich. That I will. ; 

. Pye. Why enough, Bully ; he will be content with 

that, or he ſhall ha' none ; let me alone with him now, 

Captain, I ha' dealt with your Kinſman in a Corner; a 
— kind-natur'd Fellow, methinks. Go to, you ſhall 

not have all your own asking, you ſhall bate ſomewhat 

on't, he is not contented abſolutely, as you would ſay, 

to ſteal the Chain from him, but to do you a pleaſure, 

he will nim it from him. | 

Nich. Ay, that I will, Coufin. 

Capt. Well, ſeeing he will do no more, as far as I 


fee, I muſt be contented with that. | 
Corp. Here's no notable gullery ? 


oo I ar *” Y ods OT R a &-S a_—_ wa. 


Pye. Nay, I'll come nearer to you, Gentlemen, be- | 
cauſe we'll have only but a Help and a Mirth on't, the 
Knight ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, but be only laid 
out of the way ſome one or two Days. © 0 


Mich. Ah, that would be good indeed, Kinſman. | 
HpPh̃)e. For J have a farther reach, to profit us better, by 
the miſſing on't only, than if we had it outright, as my 
- . Diſcourſe ſhall make it known to you; —when thou | 
haft the Chain, do but convey it out at a Back-door 
into the Garden, and there hang it cloſe in the Roſe- 
mary Bank, but for a ſmall Seaſon; and by that harmleſs . 
| device, I know how to wind Captain le out of Priſon, - 4 
the Knight thy Maſter ſhall get his Pardon, and releaſe _ 
1 him, and he fatisfie thy Maſter with his own Chain, | 
| and wondrous thanks on both hands. + 
| Nich. That were rare indeed la; 
Pray let me know how. | 


| _ Pye. Nay, i is very neceſſary thou ſhould'ſt know, be- | 

| cauſe thou muſt be employ'd as an Actor. | 
[ - Nich. An Actor? O nothar's a Player? and our Parſon 

rails againſt Players mightly, I can tell you, becauſe 

they brought him drunk upo'th* Stage once, —as he 

1 will be horribly drunk. | 

i! Corp. Maſs, T cannot blame him then, 

Poor Church-Spout. 

| Pye. Why as an Intermedler then? 


| 4 Nich. Ay, that, that. 3 Be. 
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Pye. Give me Audience then; when the old Knight 
thy Maſter has raged his fill for the lofs of the Chain, 
tell him thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch exquiſite 
Art, that the Devil himſelf is French Lackey to him, and 
runs bare-headed by his Horſe—Belly, when he has 
one; whom he will caſe, with moſt Jriſb Dexterity, to 
fetch his Chain, tho' 'twere hid under a Mine of Sea-coal, 
and ne'er make Spade or Pick-Axe his Inſtruments ; tell 
him but this, with farther Inſtructions thou ſhalt receive 
from me, and thou ſheweſt thy ſelf a Kinſman indeed. 

Corp. A dainty Bully, 

Skir. An honeſt——Book-keeper. 

Capt. And my three times thrice Honey-Couſin: 

Nich. Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't ſuddenly, 
and hang it in the Roſemary Bank; but I bear that 
Mind, Guin, I would not ſteal any thing, methinks, 
for mine own Father. x5; 25 

Sir. He bears a good Mind in that, Captain. 

4 Pye. Why, well aid, 
He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith. | 
Corp. In truth he does. | | 

Nich. You ſee,” Couſin, I am wuling to do you any 
kindneſs, always faving myſelf harmleſs. [Exit Nich. 

Capt. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, 1 ſhall re- 
quite it. | ; | 
Corp. Twill be for thee, Captain, that thou 

haſt bach an e dic 10 to thy Coula. „ 

Capt. Ay, is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk'ft of Art and Conjuring, 
How ſhall that be? ; | 

Pye. Puh, be't not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my Directions: 
Well, Captain,” doubt not thy delivery now, 
E'en with the vantage, Man, to gain by Priſon, 
As my Thoughts prompt me : Hold on Brain and Plot, 
Laim at many Tunning far Events, 
All which I doubt not to hit at length; 
I'll to che Widow with a quaint Aſſault: 
Captain, be merry. MC Ie Hat 

Capt. Who I? Kerry merry Buffe-Jerkin. 

Pye. Oh, I am happy in more flights, and one will 
' knit ſtrong in another----- Corporal Oath. Corp. 
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Euer. Ho! Bully f 7 il oe 
He. And thou, old Peter Skirmifh, I have a necef- 

ſary task for you both. 
Sir. Lay't upon George Pyeboord. - 
Corp. Whate'er it be, we'll manage it. | 
 Pze. I would have you two maintain a Quarrel before 
the Lady Vida, Door, and draw your Swords Ith' 
* the Evening: Claſh a little, claſh, claſh. 
Dorp. Fun! „ | | | 
Let us alone to make our Blades ring Noon, 
Though it be after Supper. : 
Pye. I know you can; od 
And out of that falſeFire, I doubt not but to raiſe ſtrange 
behef---and, Captain, to countenance myDevice the bet- 
ter, and grace my Words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Suit, that I had of a young Reveller rather 
Night, for words paſs not regarded now-a-days, unleſs. 
they come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates 
and my Wits had beſtoved upon me, Well, Captain 
Idle, if I did not highly love thee, I would ne er be 
ſeen within twelve ſcore ofa Priſon, for I proteſt at this 
inſtant, I walk in danger of ſmall Debts. I owe 
Money to feveral Hoſteſſes, and you Know. ſuch Jilts 
will quickly be upon a Man's Jack. P 
N Capt. True, George. . „ F 
Pye. Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporal and 
2 thou ſhalt hear more News next time we greet 
thee. „ we; 
Corp. More News ? Ay by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot 
in Heav'n ſhalt thou. Excunt. 
Capt. Enough, my Friends, farewell, f 
This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell. 
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Enter Moll, youngeſt Daughter to the Widgew, alone: 
Moll. Ot marry ? forſwear Marriage? why all Wo- 
2 men know tis as honourable a thing as to lie 
with aMan'; and I, to ſpight my Siſter's Vow the more . 
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have entertain'd a Suiter already, a fine Gallamt Knight 
of the laſt Feather, he ſays he will Coach me too, and | 
well appeint me, allow me Mony to Dice withal, and 
many fuch pleaſing Proteſtations he ſticks upon myLips. | 
Indeed his ſhort-winded Father 1th' Country is won- 
drous wealthy, a moſt abominable Farmer, and Bere. 
fore he may dote in time; troth I'll venture upon him 5 
Women are not without ways enough to help themſelves. 
If he prove wiſe and good as his word, why I ſhall ſove 
him, and uſe him kindly; and if he prove an Ass, Why 1 in 
a quarter of an Hour's warning 1 can transform him into 
an Oxe here comes in my Relief * 
Enter Prailty. 

Frail. 0 Miltreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 

Moll. How now ? what's the News ? 

Frail, The Knight your Suiter, Sir Vn Peng ble 

Atoll. Sir For ; — Y. Dub? where? wheieg 

Frail, He's walking in the Gallery. 

Moll. Has my Mother ſeen him yet: 

Frail. O no, ſhe's —fpitting in the Kitchin. 

Moll. Direct him hither ſoft BE good Frailiy. 

Tl meet him half __— 

Frail, That's juſt like running a Tilt; but T hope 
be'll break nothing this time. 

Enter Sir John Penny-Dub. | 

5 "Tis Zea bir Fab = my Mother faw him not. 

O welcome, | 

Dub. I AGE you Lick —Nay, you muſt tand n me 
till T kifs you; Tis the Faſhion every where i faith, 
and I came from Court e*now. 

Moll. Nay, the Fates forefend that I ſhould anger 
the Faſnion. 

Dub. Then not forgetting the ſweet of . Cere- 
monies I firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make 
my Honour to your Lips thus; and then accoſt it. 

Moll. Truſt me, very pretty and moving, you're 
worthy on't, Sir. 

O my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe's here: 
Kiſſing. Belek Widow and Sir Godfrey. 
We'll ſteal into the Gallery. Exeunt. 
dir God. Nay, Siſter, let Reaſon rule you, do not 8 
tag 
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the Fool, ſtand not in your own Light,you have wealthy 
Offers, large Tendrings, do not withſtand your good For- 
tune; who comes a wooing to you I pray? no ſmall Fool, 
a rich Knight o'th' City, Sir Oliver Muck-hill, no {mall 
Fool,I cantell you;/and furthermore, as I heard late by 
yourMaid-ſeryants,as your Maid-ſervants will ſay to me 
any thing, I thank em,; both your Daughters are not with- 
out Suiters, ay, and worthy ones too; one a briskCourtier, Y 
vir AndrewTipftaſfe,Suiter afar off to your eldeſt Daugh- 
ter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmer's Son, a fine 
young Country Knight, they call him Sir Fobn Penny. 

ub, a good Name marry,he may have it coin'd when 
he lacks Mony; what Bleſſings are theſe, Siſter ? 


Vid. Tempt me not, Satan. 

Sir God. Satan? do look like Satan ? I hope the 
Devil's not ſo old as I, I trow. 

Vid. You wound my Senſes, Brother, when you 
name aWuiter to me oh I cannot abide it. 
I take in Poiſon when I hear one nam' d. 
Enter Simon. 
How now, Simon where's my Son Edmond ? 

Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vainExercife, dip- 

ing in the Tennis-Court. 3 | 
__ -Wid. At Tennis-Court ? oh, now his Father's gone, 
I ſhall have no rule with him; oh wicked Edmond, I 
might well compare thee with thePropheſy in theChro- 
nicle, though far inferior, as Harry of Monmouth won 
all, and Harry of Windſor loſt all; fo Edmond of Briſtow 
that was the Father, got all, and Edmond of London, 
that's his Son now, will ſpend all. 
Sir Ged. Peace, Siſter, we'll have him reform'd, 
there's hope on him yet, though it be but a little. 
| | Enter Frailty. 

Frail. Forfooth, Madam; there are two or threeArch- 
ers at Door would very gladly ſpeak with yourLadyſhip. 
_ #id. Archers ? 
Sir God. Your Husband's Fletcher, I warrant, __.. 

id. Oh, | | $8 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
Troth I ſhould ha forgot em. How now 5. 
Villain, which be thoſe Archers ? | 
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Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe, Sir Oliver 

Muck- hill, and Penny-Dub. 

Frail. Why, do you not ſee em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what do you call em Shooters ? Shoot- 
ers and Archers are all one, I hope. Rb 

Mid. Out ignorant Slave! 5 

Muck. Nay, pray be patient Lady. 

We come in way of honourable Love. 

Tipft. Dub. We do, 64mg 

Muck. To you, 


— — Dub. And to your Daughters. 
d. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
Iwill not look upon you; when the Tears are ſcarce out 
of mine Eyes, not yet waſht off from my Cheeks, and my 
dear Husband's Body ſcarce ſo cold as the Coffin, what 
reaſon have you to offer it? I am not like fome of your 
Widows that wall bury one in the Evening, and be ſure to 
another ere Morning; pray away, pray take your Anſwers, 
good Knights, and you be ſweet ＋ I have vow'd 
never to marry, — and ſo have my Daughters too 
Dub. Ay,two of you have,but the third's a good Wench! 
Muck. Lady, a ſhrewd Anſwer marry ; the beſt is 
tis but the firſt, and he's a blunt Wooer, that will leave 
for one ſharp Anſwer. 
Tipft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they'll 
give us better Encouragement. 
Mid. Indeed they'll anſwer you ſo, take't o my word 
they' Il give you the very ſame Anſwer Verbatim, truly la. 
Dub. Mum: Moll's a good Wench ftill, I know 
what ſhe'll do. | "OE 
Muck. Well Lady, for this time well take our leaves, 
hoping for better comfort. | 
Wid. O never, never; and I live theſe thouſand 
Years ; and you be good Knights, do not hope ; 'twill 
be all Vain, Vain, —look you, put off all your Suits, 
and you come to me again. LH O89, 
Frail. Put off all their Suits, quotha ? ay, that's the 
beſt wooing of a Widow indeed, when a Man's Non- 


ſuited, that is, when he's a-bed with her. 


[Going out Muckhill and Sir Godfrey. 
Mack. Sir Godfrey, here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there's life in't yet. [Exit Muckhill. 


— 
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Sir Ged, Fear not Sir Oliver Mackbill, T'll dick 


cloſe for you, leave all with me. with 
1 Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. of ſi 
77 By. leave, Lady Widow... N * e the | 
id. What another Suiter now? * 

Pye. A beer, no; I proteſt, Lady, if you'd give told 
me your ſelf, I'd not be troubled with you. N 
Mid. Say you ſo, then you're the better welcome, Sir: Wh. 
Pye. Nay, Heav'n bleſs me from a Widow, unleſs P 

I were ſure to bury her ſpeedily ! Nay 
Wid. Good bluntneſs ; well, your Buſineſs, Sir you, 
Pye. Very needful, if you were in private once. whit 

_ Wd. Needful Brother, pray leave us; and you, Sir: natu 

- Frail. I ſhould laugh now, 15 this blunt Fellow ſhould I 

ut em all beſide the Stirrup, and vault into the Saddle F 
imſelf, I have ſeen as mad a Trick. [Exit Frailty, I 
Enter Daughters. [forbear. To 

Wid. Now, Sir? — here's none but we Daughters N 


Pye. O no, pray let 'em ſtay, for what I have to May 


ſ importeth equally to them as you. F 

| 771 Then — —— tay; 7 Anil "Tis 
i Pye. I pray beſtow on me a ſerious Ear, Thi 
Por * I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. . "IF Car 
| Pye. Ay, if't paſs unregarded, and uneffefted, 0, 
'F Elfe p peace and joy; l pray Attention. 1 
il Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for theſe Parts that 4 


if you live in, nordid I ever know the Husband of you, 
1 and Father of them, but I truly know by certain ſpi- I} *"* 
| ritual Intelligence, that he is in Purgatory. te 
Wid. Purgatory ! tuh; that word deſerves to be ſpit Th 
I wonder that a Man of ſober Tongue, as you 
1 8 ſhould have the Folly to believe there's 1 
i ſuch place. Sb. 
ll Pye. Well, Lady, in cold Blood 1 ſpeal it, I aſſure you a 
1 chat there is a Purgatory, in which: place I know your 
Husband to reſide, and wherein he is like to remain, WIC 
*till the Diſſolution of the World, till the laſt general zon- l 
fre; when all the Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and the F 
Seas ſcald their finny Labourers ; ſo long is his abidance, 


„ 


— —ũ—6ͤ—— — — 
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unleſs you alter the property of your purpoſe, together 
with each of your Daughters theirs, Bag apts DO, 
of ſingle Life in your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and 
the f determination of Marriage in your youngeſt. 
Moll. How knows he that? what, has ſome Devil 
told him ? - 2 | 
Wid. Strange, he ſhould know our Thoughts 
Why but Daughter, have you purpos d ſpeedy Marriage? 
Pye. Vou ſee ſhe tells you ay, the ſays nothing. 
Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, lam a Stranger to 
you, and yet. you fee I know your Determinations, 
which muſt come to me metaphylically, and by a ſuper- 
natural Intelligence; | | 
Vid. This puts Amazement on me. 

Fran. Know our Secrets? | | 
Moll. I'd thought to fteal a Marriage, would his 
Tongue had dropy out when he blab'd it. 

Mid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing 
Man, to be now in any Purgatories ——— | 
Pye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, 
Tis but meer folly now to gild em oer; 
That has paſt but for Copper ; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbind him there : confeſs but truth, 
| know he got his Wealth with a hard gripe, 
O hardly, hardly. [that? 
Vid. This is che moſt ſtrange of all, how knows he 
Pye. He would eat Fools and ignorant Heirs clean up; 
And had his Drink from many a poor Man's brow, 
Even as their labour brew'd it. | 
He would ſcrape Riches to him moſt unjuſtly ; 
The very Dirt between his Nails was ill got, 
And not his own;————oh 
L V+ to ſpeak on't, the thought makes me ſhudder !--- 
hudder ! | 
Mid. It quakes me too, now I think on't— Sir, I 
am much griev'd, that you a Stranger, ſhould ſo deeply 
wrong my dead tusband ! | 
Pye. Oh! | 
Vid. A Man that would keep Church ſo dul; riſe 
early before his Servants, and e en for Religious haſte, go 
garter d unbotton d, nay Sir Reverence untruſt, to 
g Prayer ? Pye. 
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bation, and then ſhall I be believed accordin 


Pye. Oh uft. 


Vid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when] had 


it Gueſts, would c'en' ſhame me, and riſe from the 
able, to get a good Seat at an Aſternoon's Sermon. 
- Pye. There's the Devil, there's the Devil, true, he 
thought it Sanctity enough; if he had kill'd a Man, fo't 
had been done in a Pew, or undone his Neighbour, ſe't 
ad been near enough to the Preacher. Oh—a Sermon's z 
fine ſhort Cloak of an Hour long, and will hide the up- 
per part of a Difſembler.— Church, ay, he ſeem d all 


Church, and his Conſcience was as hard as the Pulpit. 


Mid. I can no more endure this. 
Pye. Nor I, Widow, endure to flatter. 
Wid. Is this all your Buſineſs with me? 
Pye. No, Lady, tis but the indiction tot, 
You may believe my ſtrains, I ſtrike all true. 
And if your Conſcience would leap up to your Tongue, 
our ſelf would affirm it, and that you ſhall perceive 1 
now of things to come, as well as I do of what is 
ſent, a Brother of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have a 2 
Mid. A loſs? marry Heaven forefend Sir Gag, 
my Brother 482 * N 
Pye. Nay, keep in your wonders, till 1 have told 
you the Fortunes of you all, which are more fearful, if 
not happily prevented, for your part and your 
Daughters, if there be not once this Day ſome Blood- 
ſhed before your Door, whereof the humane Creature 
dies, of you two the eldeſt ſhall run Mad - © 
Nad. and Fran, Oh! © nh tem 2h 
Mal. That's not I et. 
Pye. And with moſt impudent Proftitution, ſhow 
your naked Bodies to the view of all -beholders. - 
Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame. 


_ Pye. Attend me, 
8 


our younger Daughter be ſtrucken dumb. 
Moll. Dumb! out, alas; tis the worſt pain of all 


fer a Woman. I rather be mad; or run Naked, or 


. ' 
ud * CY 


any thing. Dumb 3 e 
Pye. Give ear: E'er the Evening fall apon Hill, 
Bog, and Meadow, this my Speech ſhall have paſt Pro- 


1 —— 4 . 
8 1 4 — 
” Af : 
5 iba 6 — 


8 


— — — , 


—— 


which I 


— CRIED SLA 2 7 W_- a. — — — 
—— — —̃ä—— — !! * 
— — — 


* 


Widow of Watling-trect. 25 


Wid. If this be true, we are all ſhamm'd, all undone. 
Moll. Dumb? il ſpeak as much as I can poſſible be - 
fore Evening. 4 5 

2 But if it ſo come to paſs (as for your fair ſakes I. 
wiſh it may) that this preſage of your ſtrange Fortunes be 
prevented by that accident of Death and Bloodfhedding, 
fore told you of; take heed upon your Lives, 
that two of you which have vow'd never to marry, ſeek 


out Husbands with all preſent ſpeed; and you the third, 


that have ſuch a deſire to out · ſtrip Chaſtity, look yo 


meddle not with a Husband. 


Moll. A double Torment. e 

Pye. The breach of this keeps your Father in Purga- 
tory, and the puniſhments that ſhall follow you in thig 
3 would with horror kill the Ear ſhould hear em 
related. 2 | 

Mid. Marry '- Why I yow'd never to marry. 

Fran. And ſo did I. n 

Moll. And I yow'd never to be ſuch an Aſs, but ta 


marry. What a croſs Fortune's this? 


Pye. Ladies, though I be a. Fortune - teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes; you have em from me as they ate re- 
vealed to me: I would they were to your Tempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that's all the bitrernefs I 
would. you. . i 

Mid. O] tis a juſt vengeance, for my Husband's 


| bard Purchaſes. 


Pye. I wiſh you to bethiak your ſclves, and leave em. 
Mid. I'll to Sit Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint him 

with theſe fcatful preſages. e 
Fran. For, Mother, they portend loſſes to him. 
Vid. O ay, they do, they do; 


if any happy Iſſue crown thy words, 


I will reward thy cynning.  [Exewunt Wid. and Fran; 
Pye. Tis enough, Lady, I wiſh no higher. 
Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worle, 


Neither to ſpeak nor kiſs, a double curſe. ſ Exit. 


Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 
nam: for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteſs's Gar- 

den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow; I _ | 
13 | B . t 
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the hole of mine Ear to a hole in the Wall, and heard em 

make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon whichl 

wrought theſe Advantages; and to encourage my Forgery 

the more, I may now perceive in em a natural ſimplicity 

which will eaſily ſwallow an abuſe, if any covering be 
over it: and to confirm my former preſage to the Wi- 8 
dow, I have advis'd old Peter Skirmiſh the Soldier, to i 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry Pl 

ruſh amongſt em, and inſtead of giving the Corporal 1 
ſome Cordial to comfort him, I'll pour into his Mouth a 

Potion of a ſleepy nature, and make him ſeem as dead 

for which the old Soldier being apprehended, and ready *' 
to be born to Execution, I'll ſtep in and take upon me 

the Cure of the dead Man, upon pain of dyingt he con- 
demned's Death; the Corporal will wake at his Minute, : 
vhen the ſleepy force hath wrought itſelf, and ſo ſhall 1 0 

get my ſelf into a moſt admir d Opinion, and under the 
pretext of that cunning, beguile as I ſee occaſion: and if WL 

that fooliſh Nicholas St. Antlings keep truotime with the 1 
Chain, my Plot will be found, the Captain deliver'd, 

and my Wits applauded amongſt Scholars and Soldiers 


tor ever. Exit Pye-boord. 
Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. | r 

Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take 
away the Chain, my Maſter put it off e en now, to ſay 4 

on anew Doublet, and I ſneakt it away by little and little, - 

moſt Puritanically! we ſhall have good ſport anon when 64 
he has miſs'd it, about my Coulin the Conjurer; the ki 
World ſhall ſee I'm: an honeſt Man of my word, for now k 

I'm going to hang it between Heav'n and Earth among 
-the Roſemary-branches. 0 {Exit Nich. ˖ 

ACT UI. 


Enter Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frailty. 


Frail. Q lrrah, Simon St. Mary-Overies. my Miſtreſs ſends 
\ J away all her Suiters, and puts Fleas in their Ears. T 
Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſte, and virtu- v} 
ous Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the 


. 
Frail. 


puddie of Iniquity. 
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Frail. Vet, Simon, many Widows will dot, What ſoe er 
comes on't. Id © £4 
Sim. True, Frailsy, their filthy Fleſh deſires a Conjune- 
tion Copulative; what Strangers are within, Frailty ? 
Frail: There's none, Simon; but Maſter Pilfer the Tay lor: 
he's above with Sir Godfrey, praiſing of a Doublet: and I 
muſt trudge anon to fetch Maſter Suadi the Barber. 
Sims. Maſter Suds is a good Man, he waſhes the Sins of 
the Beard clean. I's 
| Enter old Skirmiſh the Soldier. 
> | Stir. How now, Creatutes? what's o'-clock? _ 
„ Frail, Why, do you take us to be Facł at the Clock» 
i Skir. I ſay again to you, what's o'-clock? [Houſe ? 
: Sim. Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcience, 
all worldly Clocks we know go falſe, and are ſet by 


f drunken Sextons. | 

a Skir. Then” what's o*-clock in your Conſcience ?—=O, 
f \ I muſt break off, here comes the Corporal hum, hum: 
e 1 — hat's o-clock ? 

* Enter Corporal. 

8 Corp. O'-cloek? why paſt ſeventeen. 


Frail. Paſt ſeventeen? nay, h'as met with his match 
now, Corporal Oarh will fit him. 
Skir. Thou doſt not bawk nor baffle me, doſt thou? I 
am a Soldier —paſt ſeventeen ? 
Corp. Ay,thou art not angry with the Figures,art thou ? N 
. I will prove it unto thee, 12 andi is thirteen, I hope 2 j 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 ſixteen and 5 ſeventeen; then paſt | 
ſeventeen, | will take the Dial's part in a juſt Cauſe. | 
Skir, I fay *tis but paſt five then. 0 
Corp. I'll ſwear tis paſt ſeventeen then: doſt thou not L 
know numbers? canſt thou not caſt ? By 
Skir, Caſt? doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting ith' ſtreer ? N 
- [ Draw. | 


Corp. Ay, and in the Market-place. 
. Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon runs iv. 
ode Frail: Ay, I knew by their ſhuffling Clubs would be 
Irs. Trump: Maſi, here's the Knave, and he can do any good =. 
upon em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. . = 
BD Enter Pye- boord. 2 
Cast. O Villain, thou haſt open d a Vein in my Leg. 
5 He. 


- ” 
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Pye. How now ? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put up- 
Capt. By yon blue Welkin, *rwas out of my part, 

George, to be hurt on the Leg. 

2 Enter Officers. 
FPye. Oh, peace now I have a Cordial here to com- 

fort thee. 8 
Off. Down with em, down with 'em, lay Hands 

upon the Villain. - 
Skir. Lay Hands on me? / 

Ne- II not be ſeen among em now. 3 
pt. Pm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons 

Lay Hands upon me, than rough Officers. 
Offi. Go carry him to be dreſs'd then: | 

This mutinous Soldier ſhall along with me to Priſon. 
Skir. To Priſon? where's George? 


1 * 
: . 
„ N 
" 


Off. Away with him. " [Exeunt with Skin 
Pye. So, | | 
All lights as I would wiſh, the amaz'd Widow ( 


Will plant me ſtrongly now in her belief, 
Ard wonder at the Virtue of my words: 
For the event turns theſe preſages from em, 
Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy | 
Mingled with admiration: theſe empty Creatures, 
Soldier and Corporal, were but ordain'd 
As Inſtruments for me to work upon. : 
Now to my Patient, here's his Potion.[ Exit Pye-boord, 
Enter the Widow with her two Daughter. 
id. O wondrous Happineſs, beyond our Thoughts? © 
O lucky fair Event! I think our Fortunes | 
Were bleſt e' en in our Cradles: we are quitted 
Of all thoſe ſhameful violent preſages ld 
By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, run, and kno 
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, | 
That here before my Door receiv'd his hurt. 
Frail. Madam he was carried to the Superior, but 
if he had no Money when he came there, I warrant 
| he's dead by this time. [Exit Frailty. 
Fran. Sure that Man is a rare Fortune-teller, never 


lookt upon our Hands, nor upon any Mark about us, a. 
woudrous Fellow ſurely. | | 


Widow of Watling-firect. _ 


Moll. I am glad I have the Uſe of my Tongue yet, tho of 
nothing elſe. Iſhall find the way to marry too, I hope ſhortly. 
Wig. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey? 1 would he 
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically 
the cunning Gentleman ſpoke in all things. 5 — 
Enter Sir Godfrey in à rage. ITE 
Sir God. O my Chain, my Chain, I have loſt my Chain, 
where be theſe Villains, Varlets? ? 
id. Oh, heas loſt his Chain. 
Sir God.. My Chain, my Chain. | 
Wid. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know I 
told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ſhoald 
have a Loſs, and he has propheſied ſo true. 
Sir God. Out, he's a Villain to propkeſie of the loſs vf my 
Chain,”'twas worth above three hundred Crowns, beſides 
twas my Father's, my Father's Father's, my Grandfather's 
huge Grandfather's ; I had as lief ha' loſt my Neck, as the 
Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, my Cham. 
id. Oh, Brother, who can be agaiuſt a Misfortune ? 
"cis happy was no more. 8 E 
Sir Gel. No more! O poodly godly Siſter, would you 
had me loſt mere? my beſt Gown too, with the Cloth 
of Gold-Lace? my Holiday-Gaſcoins, and my Jerkin 
ſet with Pearl? no more! | 
IWid. Oh, Brother, you can re 
Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is: What 
3 Strangers have been here? you let in Strangers, Thieves, 
and e bow comes it gone? there was none 
. above with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will 
not ſteal I hope? 
Moll. No, he's afraid of a Chain. 
Enter Frailty, 
Wid. How now, Sirrah? the News? ; 
Frail. O, Miſtreſs, he may well be called a Corpar 
now, for his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon's? 
Wid. More happineſs. */ 
Sir God. Sirrah, what's this to my Chain? where's: 
my Chain, Knave? - | | | 
Frail. Your Chain, Sir? 
Sir God. My Chain is 9 Villain. 
| 23 
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Frail. I would he were hang'd io Chains that has it then | 
for me: Alas, Sir, 1 faw none of your Chain fince you 
were hung with it your ſelf. 
Sir God. Out Varlet; it had full three thouſand Links, I 
have oft told it over at my Prayers: 
Over and over, full three thouſand Links. 

Frail Had it fo, Sir; ſure it cannot be loſt then; 11 


put you in that comfort. 


— — 
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Sir God. Why? why? 
Frail, Why, if your Chain had ſo many Links, it 
cannot chuſe but come to light. 
Enter Nicholas. | 
Sir God. Deluſion. Now, long Nicholas, where 1 is 
my Chain? 
Nich. Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir? 
Sir God. About my Neck, Varlet? my Chain is loſt, 
"Tis ſtoll'n away, Im robb d. 
Wid. Nay, Brother, ſhow your {elf a Man. | 
Nich. If it be loſt or ſtole, if he would be patient, Mic. 
treſs, I could bring him to a cunning Kinſman of mine 
that would fetch it again with a Sefarara. 
Sir God. Canſt thou? I will be patient, ſay where 


dwells he? | 
Nich. Marry, he dwells nor, Sir, here he would not 


- dwell and he could chuſe, in the 2 AS atten, Str; itt * 


| 4 298, at © 


an excellen” venom if he were out: Has travell'd all the 
World e o'er, he, and been in the ſeven and evenly Pro- 
vinces: why he would make it be fetcht, Sir, if it, were 
rid a thouſand Mile out of Town. | | 
Sir God. An admirable Fellow, what lies he for? 
Nich. Why, he did but tob a Steward of ten Groats 
_ Cother Night, as any Man would ha- 006 * 
be lies for t. 
Sir God. Il make bis peace, | WP” 
A trifle, I'll get his pardon, | 11 25 
Beſides a bountiful Rewatd, I'll about it, 
But fee the Clerks, the Juſtice wil do much,; 
I will about it ſtrait, good Siſter pardon me, | 
All will be well 1 hope, and turn to gad, 
The Name of Conjuret has laid my Blood. FExeunt . 
Bae 


_. 
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Emer Pn and ">. FR two Serj jeants, with"Yeo- 
man Dogſon, to ar reſt e Py l 
© Put: His Hoſteis here be lies wi real him no on- 
ger, ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will accom- 
pany me, becauſe I know not of what Nature the 
Scholar js, whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall. ſhart - 
with me, Serjeant Ravenſhaw; I bave, the good Angel ; 
to arreſt him. 

Rav. Troth I'll take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
for the ſake of the Money ſo much, as the hate Ibear 
to a Scholar. Why, Serjeant, 'tis natural in us you know” 
to hate Scholars; natural beſides, they will publiſh our 
Imperfections, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon Scat - 
folds and Stages. 

Put. Ay, and ſpight fully too; troth I have wondred- 
how the Slaves could ſee into our Breaſts fo- meh. | 
when our Doublets are button'd with Pewter. 

Rav. Ay, and ſo cloſe without yielding : Oh, they're 
parlous Fellows, they will ſearch more with their Wies 
than a Conſtable with his Officers. 

Put. Whiſt, whiſt, whiſt, Yeoman Dog /on, Yeoman 
Dog ſon. | 
Dog. Ha! what ſiys Serjeant? 

Put, Is be in the Pothecaries Shop Nil 
Dog: Ay, ay, 


Put. Have an Eye, have an Eye. x | 

Rav. The belt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar, 
he wears no Weapon I think. | 

Put. No, no, he wears no Weapon. Sf 

Rav. Maſs, I am right glad of that ;- t has put n me in 
better Heart; nay, if 1 clutch him once, let me alone to 
drag him if he be ſtiff-necked; I have been one of the 
ſix my ſeif, that has dragg'd as tall Men of their Hands; 
when their Weapons have been gone, as ever baſtinado d 
a Serjeant I have done, I can tell you. | 

Dog. Ser jeant Putrock, Serjeant Puttock. - 4 

Put. Hoh. | 

Dog. He's coming out ſingle. 

Put. Peace, peace, be not tos greedy, let him play a | 
little, let him pay a little, we'll jirk 1 up of. a ſudden, 
e time. az 65k 
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Nov. Ay, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 67 
| "4 Enter Pye-boord: 


And the old Knight has ſpent his Rage upon'e, 

The Widow holds me in great admiration 

For cunning Art: mongſt Joys, I'm cen loſt, 

For my Device can no way now be croſt. 

And now I muſt te Priſon to the Captain, and there 

Put. I arreſt you, Sir. | „ 

Hye. Ohl ſpoke truer than I was aware, I muft 

to Priſon indeed. . | ; 
Put. They fay you're a Scholar, nay Sir——Yeoman 

Dog ſon have care to his Armg——youlll rail againſt Sew 

jeants, and ſtage em, you tickle their Vices. 

- Pye. Nay, uſe me like a Gentleman, — I'm little leſs. 

Put. You a Gentleman? that's a good Jeſt i'faith; can a 


be a Scholar: lock upon your wealthy Citizens Sons, 


their Father's Trades; a Scholar a Gentleman ! 

" Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her Stings in me, ſhe 
cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, Accidens inſepayabils 
ro my Blood, | N 
Rav. A rablement, nay, you ſhall have a bloody rable- 
ment upon you I warrant you. 


Put. Go, Yeoman Dogſon, before, and enter the Action 


Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, III gos 
Whither you pleaſe to have me. | | 
Put. Oh, he's tame, let him looſe, Serjeant. 

Pye. Pray at whoſe Suit is this? _ 
Put. Why, at your Hoſteſs's Suit where you lic, Miſtrefs 
Cunniburrom, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound 
five Shillings and five Pence. | 4-43 430 

Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I prefum'd 
'. VOpon a farther day; well, *tis my Stars: b 
And I muſt bear it now, tho' never harder. 

1 ſwear now, my Device is croſt indeed. 
Captain muſt lie by't: this is Deccit's ſeed. | 
Put. Come, come away. . 5415s” ag 

Pye. Pray give me fo much time as to knit my Garter, 

and Fil away with ou. | Pub 


\ 


-* Pye; I parted now from Nicholas ; the Chain's couch'd, 


Scholar be a Gentleman——when a Gentleman will not 


whether they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen by 


Pb? Counter. Exit Dog. 


þ 


þ 


ſione unto Wit, ay, ay. . 


if you bad not croſs'd me, I was going in great Joy to _ 
receive five Pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a. 


Widow of Watling-ſtreetz 33 

Put. Well, we muſt be paid for this waiting upon you» 
this is no pains to attend thus. [Making to tie his Garter» - 

Pye. I am now wretched and miſerable, I ſhall ne or 
recover of this Diſeaſe: hot Iron gnaw their Fiſts: they 
have ſtruck a Fever into my Shoulder, which I ſhall neer 
ſhake out again I fear me, 'till with-a true Habeas Corpus 
the Sexton remove me; oh if I take Priſon once, I ſhall be | 
preſs'd to death with Actions, but not ſo happy as ſpeedily | 
perhaps I may be forty Year a preſſing till I be a thin © | 
Man, that looking through the Grates, Men may look. 
through me; all my Means is confounded,. what ſhall L 
do? has my Wits ſerved me ſo long, and now give me 
the flip (like a ſtrain'd Servant) when L bave maſt need 
of em: no Device to keep my poor Carcaſe from thoſe: 
Puttocks yes, Happineſs, have I a Paper about me 
now? yes too, [ll try it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch- 


Put. 'Sf6or how many Yards-are in thy Garters, that 
thou art ſo long a tying on them? come away, Sir. 
Pye. Troth Serjeant, I proteſt, you could never ha'took 
me at 'a worſe time, for now at this inſtant I have no 
lawful Picture about me. | LID 
Put. Slid how ſhall we come by our Fees then 
Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah. PEE ED 
Pye. I could have wiſh'd i' faith, that you had took 
me half an Hour hence for your own fake, for I proteſt 


Mask here, drawn in this Paper; but now, come, I- 
muſt be contented, tis but fo much leſt, and.anſwera- 
ble to the reſt of my Fortunes. „ 
Put. Why, how far hence dwells that Gentleman? 
Rav. Ay, well ſaid Serjeant, tis good to caſt about 
for Money 5 
Put. Speak, if it be not far —— 
Pye. We are but x litle paſt it, the next Street behind 


us, C 
Pur. Slid we have waited upon you grievoully a ready, 
if you'll. ſay you'll be liberal when you ha't, give us 
double Fees, and ſpend upon's; why we'll ſhow you 

that kindacſs, and go along with you to the Gentleman. 
bY 4 pas : | 
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Rav. Ay, well ſaid -Ryll, Serjeant, urge that. 
Pye. Troth if it will ſuffice, it ſnall all be among you 


for my part, IA not pocket a Penny, my Hoſtels Wall 
have 225 four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five. 


Pence, and the other fifteen Shillings I'll ſp d upon yu. 
"Rav, Why, now thou art a good Scholar. 


Put. An excellent Scholar i'faith; has proceeded very 


well late; come, we'll along with — 


[Exeunt with him; paſſing in, they knock at 
the Door with a Knocker within fide. 
Ser. Who knocks, who's at Door? we had need of 
8 few Friends h — . is the demas, 
A few Friends here, 8 t Gen 
Mae Maſter within? 7 
em Tes, is. your buſineſs to him? 
Pye: Ay, he knows it, when he ſees me: 


IF gray jou, have you forgot me? 


. Ay, by my troth, Sir, pray come near, Pll in and 
el him of you, pleaſe you to walk here in the Gallery 


All he comes. 


We will attend bis Worſpip . Worſnip think, 
muck the Poſts at his Door ſhould ſignify, and the 
fur coming: in, and the Wicket, elſe I neither knew bim 


Mn 


non his ka! tn but tis happineſs he is within Doors, 


whatoeen he be, if he be not too much a formal Ci- 
tizen; he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how- 
do you like this Houſe, ist not moſt wholeſomly 
tted? 
Rav. Troth Priſoner, an exceeding fine W 
ye, Yet I wonder how be ſhould forget me, for he 
ne er knew me; no matter, what is forgot in you, wil 
be remembred in your Maſter, 
A pretty comfortable Room this methinks : 
You have no ſuch Rooms in Priſon now)? 
Put. Oh, Dop- holes tot. 
Pye. Dog-holes i if eed -I can tell you I have great 
hope to have my Ebamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dyet 


too, for he's the moſt free · heartedſt Gentleman where he 


takes: you wouldlittle think is. And what a fine Gallery 


were here for me to walk and ſtudy, and make Verſes ? 


At, O, it ſtands pleaſantly for a Scholar, nity 
| Enter 


„% „„ —_—_—  —— __—— —  —  — — 


— mm 


Enter Gentleman. | 
Pye. Look what Maps and Pictures, and Deviees, and 
things, neatly, delicately! Maſs, here he comes; he, 
ſhould be a Gentleman, I like his Beard well: —— All 
happineſs to your Worſhip... i; | 
Gent, You're kindly welcome, Sir. 


Put. A ſimple; Salucation: 7 I i 
leman makes great ae-. 


Rav. Mals, it ſeems the Gent 
count of him. | 
Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. : 
Pye..-I beſeech you, conceal me, Sir, Im undone elſe. 
—1 have the Mask here for you, Sir: Look you, Sir, 
I beſeech your Worſhip, firſt pardon my rudeneſs, for. 
my Extremes make me bolder than I would be; I am 
a poor Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moſt unfor- 
tunately fali'n into the hands of unmercifulOfficers, ar- 
reſted for Deb, which though ſmall, I am not able to 
compaſs, by reaſon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, and. 
/ Friends, ſo that if I fall into the hungry ſwallow of the 
Priſon, Iam like utterly to periſh, and with Fees and' 
Extortions bepinch'd clean to the Bone, Now, if ever 
pity had inteteſt in the Blood of a Gentleman, Ibeſeech 
you vouchſafe but to favour that means of my, Eſcape, 
which I have already thought upon. | 
Gent. Go for ward. b 
Put. I warrant he likes it rarely. _ ; 
Pye. In the plunge of my Extremitieg, being giddy, 
and doubtful what to do; at laſt it was put in my la- 
bouring thoughts to make a happy uſe- of this Paper, 
and to bleat their unletter'd Eyes, I told them there Was 
a Device for a Mask drawn in't, and that, (but for their 
interception) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my 
reward for't. They, greedy at this word, and hoping to 
\make purchaſe of me, offer'd their attendance to go 
Nong with me: my hap was to make bold with your 
Dor, Sir, which my thoughts ſhew'd me the moſt faireſt. 
and comfortableſt entrance, and I hope I have happen'd 
right upon Underſtanding and Pity. May it picaſe your 
good Wor ſhip then but to behold my Device, which is to 
ler one of your Men put me out at a Back-door, and I” 
ſhall be bound to your Worſhip for ever. 
Sent. By wy troth an excellent Device, Fut. 


* © 


« N 


= — 
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Put. An excellent Device, he ſays; he likes it wens 
TTV. ²˙ 144 {145.5 WEE 7 
Sent. A' my faith, I never heard a better. 

Rav. Hark, he ſwears he never heard a better, Ser- 

nt. i 1r TE ETA: 

Put. O, there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scholar, 
and eſpecially for a Mask. 427 ps 

Gent. Give me your Paper, your Device; I was never 
better pleas d in all my Life: good Wit, brave Wit, finely 
wrote, come in, Sir, and receive your Money, Sir, 

_ Pye. II follow your good Worſhip, — | 

You heard how he lik d it now? a 

Put. Puh, we know he could not ehuſe but like it; go 
thy ways, thou art a finewitty Fellow i faith, thou ſhalt 
diſcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou * | 

Pye. Ay, ay, that 1 will,—look,- Serjeants, here are 

2 and pretty Toys, be doing in te mean time, I 

Mall quickly have told out the Money, you know. _ 
Put. Go, go, little Villain, fetch thy cbink, I begin to 

love thee, Il be drunk to- night in thy Company. | 

4 Pye. This Gentleman I may well call a part 

Of my Salvation, in theſe earthly Evils, 


* 


FPeor bee has fav'd me from three hungry Devils. ¶ Exit Pye. 


- Put. Sirrah Serjeant, theſe Maps are pretty painted 
things, but I could ne'er fancy them yet, methinks: 
they're tog buſy, and full of Circles and: Conjurations ;, 
they ſay all the World's in one of them, but I could. 
ne er find the Counter in the Poultry. 5 
Rev. I think fo: how could you find it? for you 
know it ſtands behind the Houſes. p 
Dog. Maſs, that's true, then we muſt look o' baok- 
fide fort; *sfoot here's nothing, all's bare. 
Nau. I warrant thee that ſtands for the Counter, for 
know there's a Company of bare Fellows there. 
Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark'd ſo 
much before. Sirrab Serjeant, and Yeoman, I. ſhould 
love theſe Maps out a cry now, if we could ſec Men peep» 
ont of door in em, oh, we might have em in a Morning 
to our Breakfaſt fo finely, and ne'er knock our Heels ta 
the ground a whole Day for 'em. © bo 8 
Mu. Ay matry Sir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 4 
Gi | Bur 
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| But this talk is by the way, where ſhall's ſup to night: 1 
Five Pound receiy'd, let's talk of that, 
I have a Trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to th Ta- 
vern, while | go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work out of 
her, I know ſhe would be glad of the Sum, to fingen 
Money; becauſe ſhe knows cis but a deſperate Debt, and 
full of hazard: what will you ſa I bring it topaſs, + | 
that the Hoſteſs ſhall be contented with one half for all; 
and we to ſhare t other fifty Shillings, Bullies? | 
Put. Why, I would call thee King of Serjeants, and, 
thou ſhould'ſt be chronicled in the Counter-Book for ever. 
Rav. Well, put it to me, Wen on't 
ait h. 
Dog. Sfoot, I think he receives more Money, he 
Mys ſo long. | 
Put. He tarries long indeed; may be, 1 can tell you 
upon the good liking om t the Gentleman may prove 
4 more bountiful. 
Rav. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 
Pat. Nay, be ſure of i it, we we'll fearch him, and make 
kim light enough. 
Enter the oa 
ons Oh, here comes the — your leaves. 
r 
Gent. God you good den Sirs,---would you ſpeak with 
me? 
Put. No, not with your Worſhip, Sir; only we ara 
bold to ſtay for a Friendof ours that went in r 
Worſhip. 
Gent, Who? net the Scholar ? 
> Pat. Yes, Cen he, an it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Gent. Did he make you ſtay for him? hedid you wrong 
then: why, I can aſſure youhe s gone above au hour ago. 
Rav. How, Sir? 
Gent. 1 paid him his Money, and my dan bony, 
he went out at Baek-door, 
Put. Back-door? 
Gent. Why, what's the matter? 
Put. He was our Priſoner, Sir, we did ard im? 
Gent. What, he was not? you the Sberiff $ oe — 
you were to- blame then. 
dh did not you pale! þnown to me as mock? 


* 


1 
. 


A 
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I could have. kept him for you, I proteſt, + + 
He receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, | 
Of the laſt Coyning. * 

- Rav. Vengeance dog him witb't. 

Paus. Sfoot, has he gull'd us ſo? . 

Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now, Serjeants? 
Put. Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Well, we cannot impure it to any lack of good - will in 
your Worſhip you did but as another would have 


| wi done, * twas our hard fortunes to miſs the Purchaſe, but 


if &er weclutch him again, the Counter ſhall charm him. 
Rav. The Hole ſhall rot bim. | 
Dog. Amen. | Exeunt. 
Gent. So, 170 
Vex out your Lungs without deors, I am 3 
It was my hap to help him, it fell fit. 
He went not empty neither for his Wit: | 
Alas; poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, We | 
To labour his Delivery, to be free 
From their unpitying fangs I'm glad it ſtood 


Within my power to do a Scholar good. [Exits 
Enter in the Priſon, meeting, Pye-boord and Captain, 
Pye-boord coming in muffled. - 


Capt. How now, who's that? what are you? 

Pye. The fame that I ſhould be, Caprain, 

Capt. George Pye-boord, honeſt George? why cam'ſt 
thou in half-tac'd, muMled fo? 

Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we ſhould ve er ba l 
again, never ſpent frolick Hour again. 

Capt. Why? why? ; 

o I coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery,  - 
Was trag'd out by the ſcent, arreſted Captain. Ts 

Capt. Arreſted, George? 

Pye. Arreſted; gueſs, guels, how many Dogs do you 
think l'd upon me? | 

Caft. Dogs? I ſay, I know not. | 

Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear: 
Three at once, three-at once. 

Capt. How did'ſt thou ſhake em off then 

Pye. The Time ns ang calls upon our Wite, let is 


taffice, Here 


Here I ſtand ſafe, and ſcap'd by Miracle: 
Some other Hour ſhall rell thee, when we'll ſteep 
Our Eyes in, laughter: Captain, my device 
Leaus to by HappineG, for er the Day 
Be ſpent to th" Girdle, thou ſhalt be fre: 
The Corporal's in's firſt ſleep, the Chain is miſsd, 
Thy Kinſman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-hams now labours thy Releaſe, 
What reſt is all in thee, to conjure, Captain. LS 
Capt. Canjure? sfoot, George, you know, the Devil 
a conjuring I can conjure. 5 
Pye: The Devil of conjuring? nay-by my fay, I'd not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a conjuring;. 
_ * I ha' brought thee a. Circle ready character d 
and all. 
Capt. 'Sfoot, George, art in thy right / Wits, doſt know _ 
what thou ſayſt? why doſt talk to a Captain a conjuring? 
did} chou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life? 
doſt call't a Circle, tis roo wide a thing, methinks; had 
it been a leſſer Circle, then I knew what to have done. 
Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain; nay then- 
I'll not cog with you, Captain, if you'll. ſtay and hang 
ehe next Seſſions you may. | 
Capt. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's 
to conjuring. | 
e. But if you look to be releaſed; as my Wits have 
took pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther 
it; beſides, to put Crowns in your Purſe, to make you a 
Man of better hopes, and whereas before you were a Cap- 
tain or poor Soldier, to make you now a Commander of 
rich Fools, which is truly the only beſt purchaſe Peace 
can allow you, ſafer than High-ways, Heath, or Cony- 
groves, and yet a far better Booty; for your greateſt 
Thieves are never hang'd; never hang d; for why? they're 
wiſe, and cheat within doors; and we geld Fools of mo: 
Money in one Night, than your falſe-tail'd Gelding wil 
purchaſe in a Twelve-Montl's running, which confirms 
the ald Beldam's ſaying, He's wiſeſt that keeps himſelf 
warmeſt, that is, he that robs by a good Fire. | 
Capt. Well opened i' faith, George, thou haſt pull'd 
that een of the Hugk. | | 5 h 
1 
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_ _ _ Pye, Captain Lale, tis no Time now to delude or dgJay, 
the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, FI] perfect you, 
direct you, tell you the trick ont: tis nothing. 
Capt. Sfoot, George, I know not what to ſay to't, 
conjure? I ſhall be hang'd ere I conjure. . 
Pye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne'er 
conjure after you're hang'd, I warrant you; look you, 
Sir, a parlous matter, fure, firſt toſpread your Circle up- 
on the Ground, then with a little conjuring Ceremony, as 
Pl! have an Hackney-man's Wand filver'd o'er a- purpoſe 
for you, then arriving in the Circle, with a huge Word, 
and a great Trample, as for inſtance have you never ſeen \ 
a ſtalking, ſtamping Player, rhat will raiſe a tempeſt with 
his Tongue, and thunder will his Heels? 
Capt. O yes, yes, yes; often. 
Pye. Why be like fuch a one; for any thing will 
blear the old Knight's Eyes; for you muſt note, that 
hell n&er dare to venture into the Room, only perhaps 
peep feat fully through the Key-hole, to fee how the *« 
Play goes for ward. | 
Capt. Well, I may go about it when Iwill, but mark 
the end on'r, I ſha}l but ſhame my felf faith. George ſpeak 
big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at Key-hole, 
why the very thought of that would make me laugh out- 
right, and ſpoil all; nay I'll tell thee, George, when I ap- 
- prehend athingonce,lam of ſuch a laxative Lwehter,that 
if the Devil him felf ſtood by, I ſhould laugh in hi; Face. 
Pye. Puh, that's but the babe of a Man, and may ea ſily 
be hufl!'d, as to think upon ſome Piſaſter, ſome ſad Mif- 
fortune, as the Death of thy Father 'th' Country, 
. *Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into 
ſuch an extaſie, that I ſhould ne er lin laughing elſe. 
. Pye. Why then think upon going to hahging. 
Cat. Maſs, that's well remember'd, now Ill do well, I 
warrant thee, ne er fear me now; but how ſhall Edo, George, 
for boiſterous Words, and horrible Names? | 
Pye. Pub, any fuſtian Invocations, Captain, will ſerve 
as well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well; or you 
may go to a Pothecary's Shop, and take all the words 
Bom the Boxes. 2 a ; pr 


Cope. Troth, and you ſay true, George, there's 
words enow to raiſe a hundred Quack- ſalvers, though 
they be ne'cr ſo poor when they begin? but here lies the 
fear on't, bow if in this falſe Conjuracion, A, true Devil 
ſhould pop up indeed. 

Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was ne'er ſuch 
a one, nay faith he that has this place, is as falſe a —— 
as our laſt Church-warden. 

Capt. Then he's falſe enough a Conſcience: Pairh, 
George. | 
The IP at Mar ſnalſea. Enter sir Godfrey, Mr Edmond, 

 _ and Nicholas. | 
| Cry Priſoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend 
your Relief: 

Good Gentlemen over the way ;—— Good Sir Godfrey. 

Pye. He's come, he's come. 

Nich. Maſter that's my Kinſman yonder in the Buff 


e Trane , that's my Maſter yonder i 'chTaffaty | 


at — pray ſalute him intirely. 
They ſalute; and Pye-boord ſalutes Maſter Edmobd, 
Sir Ged. Now my Friend. 
Pye. May I partake your Name, Ar ? 
Edm. My Name is Maſter Edmond. _. 
Pye. Maſter Edmond —are you not a Welſman, Sir? 
Edm. A Welſhman ! why? 
Pye. Becauſe Maſter is your Sitzen Name, and Ed- 
mond your Sir-name. 


Fam. O no: I have more Names at home, Maſter 2: 


Edmond Plus is my full Name at length. 
Pye. O cry you mercy, Sir. [Whiſpering 
Capt. I underſtand that you are my Kinſman's good 


Maſter, and in regard of that, the beſt of my Skillis at 


yo.r Service; but had you fortun'd a meer Stranger, and 
made no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould. have 
utterly denied to have been the Man; both by reafon of 
the Act of Parliament againft Conjurersand Witches, as 
alſo becauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trire, and 
common. 

Sir God. I much commend your care there, good Cap- 


tain Conjurer, and that I wilt beſure to have it private 


enough, you ſhalldo't in my Siſter's W He 
0 
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Houſe Lmay callir, for both our charges therein are pro. 
portion d. 
Capt. Ver y good: sir. hat may I call your loſs, Sir? 
» 5 Gol. Ojo may call't a great Loſs, a 8 Loſs,. 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that 
"wore it; how ſay'ſt thou, Nicholas ? 
Nich. O . as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſman, 
you know. 
Sir God. You know! did you know't, Captain? 
Capt. Truſt a Fool with ſecrets ? —Sir, he may fay I 
know; his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, that 
by it I may gather a knowledge of all Things — 4 
Sir God. Ay, very true. 
Capt. A Pox of all Fools - the excuſe ſtuck upon my 
Tongue like Sbip- pitch upon a Mariner's Gown, not to 
come off in haſte - By'r lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a 
fair Chain of Gold, were a foul loſs; Well, I can put 
you in this good comfort on't, if it be between Heaven 
and Earth, Knight, III ha't for ou. 
dir God. A wonderful. Conjurer —O 1, tis between 
Heav'n and Earth, I-warrant you it cannot go out of- 
the Realm. — I know tis ſome here about the Earth. 
_ Capt. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wot'ſt on. 
Sir God. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich 
thing ſhall-enter into Heav'n, you know. © 
Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter, he-has no need 
ont, far you know he has a great Chain of his own. . 
* Gal Thou ſayꝰſt true, Nicholas, but he has Put 
ef that now, that lies by him. 
apt. Faith Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
| 8 arte power of wy Art, that I could Warrant your 
Chain again. : 
Sir God. O dainty Captain! 
Capt. Marry, it will coſt. me much ſweat, 1 __ 
berter o to ſixteen Hot-houſes, 
od. Ay good Man, I warrant thee. 
E Beſide great Vexation of Ki and Liver. 
Nich. O, 't will tickle you hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
you have not been us d to t. 
Sir. God. No ? have you flot been 9d to t, Captain? 


Cpt. Plague of all Fools ſtill; indeed, Knight, I have 
IE 2 : nat. 
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not us d it a good while, and therefore er ſtrain me 
ſo much the more, you know, | 


Sir God. O it will, it will. 


Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not chis 
Knight a Fool, I bad been twice ſpoil'd now; that Cap- 


tain's worſe than accurſtthat has an Aſs to his Kinſman, 
*sfoot,Ifear he will drivel't out before I come to't—Now, 
Sir, to come to the point indeed, - you ſee | ſtick 
here in the Jaw of the Marſhalſea, and cannot do't. 


Sir God. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning,thou would't 


fay thou'rt a anne I tell thee thou'rt none. 
Capt. How, none? why is not this the Marſhalſea'? 
Sir God. Will't hear me ſpeak? I heard of cby r rare 
Conjuring: 
My Chain was loſt, I ſwear for thy Releaſe, 
As.thod ſhalt do the like at home for me: 


Kveper. 


Keep. Sir.” | 

Sir God. Speak, is not this Man free ? 4 

Keep. Les, at his pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcharg', - 

Sir God. Go, go, I'll diſcharge | them, 1 

Keep. I thank your Worſhip. [Exit Keeper. 
Capt. Now truſt me, you're a dear Knight; kindneſs 


_ op Keeper. 


unexpeered there gt s 2 free Centlemid. 4 


I will 73257 for you, Si Froth come through 
my Bu Tun, 


| Sir God. Nay, then thou ſhalt not paſs with fo little a 
Bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain again. 
forty-five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 


Capt. Twill be.a glorious ſhow i'taith, Knight, a very 


fine ſhoxy ; but are all theſe of your own Houſe? are 
you ſure of thar, Sir ? 
Sr God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder talkin with 
my wild Nephew, pray Heav'n he give him good 
Caps. W ho, he? he's a rare Friend of mine, an N 
| rable Fellow, San the fineſt Fortune · teller. J 
Sir Gad. O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Si- 
ſter, and foretold thelo(5 of my Chain; Lam not ang 
with him now, for I ſee 'twas wy. Fortune toloſe it: By 
Fane © leave, Mr. Fortune-teller, Lhad aglimpſeof you at 
me, 


me _ _ _ . 
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home, at my Siſter's the Widow's, there you propheſied 


of the loſs of a Chain, ſimply, though I ſtand here, I 

was he that loſt it, I 89 

_ ' Pye. Was it you, Sir? | | 
Edm. A' my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 


* . 


; told me my Fortune ſo right ; I find it ſo right to my 


Hall 


nature. | | 
Sir God. What is'r? God ſend it a good one. 
Edm. O, tis a paſſing good one, Nunele; for he Gys 1 
* ſuch an excellent Gameſter in my time, that 
I ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. 
Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed. 


Eadm. Nay, it hits my Humour fo par. 


. 


Capt. Puh, would t'ad been hot and foul. 


Sir God. Ay, that will be the end on't; will the Cur ſe 
of the Beggar prevail ſo much, that the Sog ſhall con- 
ſame that fqoliſhly, which the Father got craftily ; ay, 
ay, ay ; twill, *rwill, 't will. IT 

Pye. Stay, ſtay, ſtay. y,. 

[Pye-boord with an Almana 

Capt. Turn over, Georgs. | | 

' Pye. June, Fuly ; here, July, that's the Month, Sunday 
thirteen, yeſterday fourteen, to-day fifteen. 
Capt. Look ** for the fifteenth Day. — if within 
the compaſs of theſe two Days there would be ſome 


ch, and the Captain. 


| boiſterous Storm or orher,. irwould bethe beſt, Id defer 


him off till then; ſome Tempeſt; and it be thy will. 
© Pye. Here's the fifteenth Day——hot and fair, 


Fe 


* Pye. The ſixteenth Day, that's to-morrow z the Morn 
ing for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. 


Capt. No luck. 


ye. But about bigh-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 


Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable ! beſt of ally ; 


In conjure to-morrow juſt at noon, George. 
-. Pye. Happen but true to- morrow-, Almanack, and III 


give thee leave to lye all the Year after. 


Capt. Sir, I mu$ crave your Patience, to beſlow this 


Day upon me, that I * my ſelf ſtrongly. —I 


ſent a Spirit into Lancaſhire t'other Day, to fetch back 
a Knave-Drover, and J look for his return this Evening, 


to- motrrow Morning, my Friend here and 1 will come 


diud breakfaſt with you. e 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 45 
Sir God. O, you ſhall be moſt welcome. 
Capt. And about Noon, without fail, Ipurpoſe to conjure. 
Sir. God. Mid - noon will be a fit ti me for ou. 
s Edm, Conjuring! do you mean to conjure at our 
V Houſe to-morrow, Sir ? BODY 
2 Marry do I. Sir ; tis my intent, young Gentleman. 
By my troth, ll love you while I live for't: O 
I rare! Nicholas, we ſhall have Conjuring to-morrow. 
t Nich. Puh, I could ha' told you of that. 
; Capt. Law, he could ha' told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye? | | 
( Edm. Do you hear me, Sir, I defire more Acquaintance 


e on you, you ſhall earn ſome Mony of me, now I know 
ln you can conjure; but can you fetch any that is loſt ? 
» Capt. Oh, any thing that's loſt. 


Edm. Why look you, Sir, I tell't yen as a Friend and 
a Conjurer; I ſhould marry a Pothecary's Daughter, 


q and *twas told me ſhe loſt her Maiden-head at Stony 

0 Stratford: Now if you'll do but fo much as Conjute | 
Pe for't, and make all whole again OPEN, 4 
| Capt. That I will, Sir. | 
a Edm. By my troth I thank you, la. 
x Capt. A little merry with your Siſter's Son, Sir. 


Sir God. Oh, a ſimple young Man, very fimple; come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll een part with a Gallon of 
Wine till to-morrow Break-faſt. 

Tip. Capt. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

Nich. Kinſman—Scholar. 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knaye, worth a hung 
dred Browaifts, | 7 
Nich. Am I indeed, la; I thank you heartily, la. [Bxe. 


* 


Gentle woman, will you? to caſheer him, and 
caſt him off at your Pleaſure ; what do you think I was 
dubb'd for nothing ? no by my Faith, Lady's Fn. 

8 5 975 Ed Moll. 
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{ Enter Moll, and Sir John Penniy-Dub: 

i Dub. D UT I hope you will not ſerve a Knight 3 
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Moll. Pray Sir ob Penny -· Dub, let it be deferd a-whfte, 


I have a Heart to marry as you can have; but as the 1 
Fortune; teller told me. N ſu 
Dub. Pax o'th' Fortuue- teller, would Derrick had been F 
bis Fortune ſeven Vears ago, to croſs my Love thus; { 
did he know what caſe I was in? why this is able to 
make a Man drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh- Pond. n 
Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir Jabn, that a 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. h 
Dub. In Purgatory ? why let himpurge out his Heart 
there, what have we to-do with-thaz ? chere's Phyſicians c 


enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matt er to us? 
how can he hinder our Love? why let him be hang'd now 
he's dead? —Well, have T rid Poſt Day and Night, to 
bring youmerry News of my Father's Death, and now— 
Moll. Thy Father's Death? is the old Farmer dead 
Dub. As dead as his Barn- Door, Moll. 

Moll. And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sir 
John, that 1 ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman ? | 

Dub. Ay faith. 5 EY 

Moll. And two white, Horſes: with black Feathers to 
draw it ? : 

Db. Too. ES 

Moll. A guarded Lackey to run before't, and py'd 
Liveries to come traſhing after'r, | 

Dub. Thou ſhalr, Moll. | | Brag. 

Moll. And to let me have Mony in my Purſe to go 
whither I will. | 

Dub. All this. 

Moll. Then come, whatſoeer comes on't, we'll be 
made ſure together before the Maids o'th Kitchen. Exit. 
Enter Widow, Frances and Frailty. | 

Wid, How now ? where's my Brother Sir Godfrey ? 
went he forth this Morning? » 
Frail. O no, Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt, with 
Sir Reverence a Conjurer. 

IWid. A.Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he? 

Frail. O, a wend'rous rare Fellow, Miſtreſs, very 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff-Jerkin ; 
he ſays he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain again, if ir 
hang. between Heaven and Earth, - 4 
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: Mid: What! he will not? then he's an exlent Fellow | 
I warrant, bow happy were that Woman to be bleſt with 
ſuch a Husband, a Man cunning ? how does he look, 
0 Frailty ! very ſwartly I warrant, with black Beard, 
ws ſcorcht Cheeks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. She | 
Frail. Foh— he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorcht, | 
nor black, nor nothing: I tell you, Madam, he looks 
as fair to ſee as one of us; I do think, but if you ſaw: | 
him once, you'd take him to be a Chriſtian. 
| Fran. So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be won» 
2 dred at, Mother. | 
Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipftaff. 
Muck. Bleſs you, ſweet Lady. | 
Tip. And you, fair Miſtreſs. [Exit Frailty. 
id. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen! Fie, 
did I not give you your Anſwers ? 
Muck. Sweet Lady? | 
Wid. Well, I will not ſtick wich you for a Kiſs; , 
Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once. | 
Fran. Yes forſooth. 
Tip. I'm proud of ſuch a Favour 
Wid. Truly la, Sir Oliver, you're much to blame to 
come again, when you know my Mind fo well deliver- 
ed——as a Widow could deliver a thing. 
Muck. But I expect a farther Comfort, Lady. 
Wid. Why la you now, did I not deſire you to put 
off your Suit quite and clean when you came to me 
again? how fay you? did I not? 
Muck. But the ſincere Love which my Heart bears 
to you : 
2 Go to, I'll cut you off; and Sir Oliver, to put 
you in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read me, I 
muſt marry again. | 
Muck. O bleſt Fortune! ; 
Mid. But not as long as I can chuſe ; nay, I'll hold out 
well. 


x — — — O— — — 


Enter Frailty. 
Frail, O Madam, Madam. 
Mid. Pow now? what's the haſte? [ In Her Ear. 
Tip. Feit, Miſtreſs Frances, I'll maintain you gillantly, 
I'll bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 


\ 
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of Ladies poor Kinſwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 


fide you, ſhall have your Monkey, n e your 


Muskat, and your Piſs, Piſs, Piſs. 
Fran. It will do very well. 
id. What, does he mean to Conjure here then ? how 


ſhall I do to be rid of theſe Knights. pleaſe you, Gen- 


tlemen, to walk a-while i'th' Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly: flower. 


Both. With all our Hearts, Lady, and count us fas 3 


vyour'd. 


Nich. Oh, as clear asa Carter's Eye, Sir. 
Sir God. Then enter Captain Conurer; now] 
how like you our Room, Sir? 


Nicholas. 
Capi. O wonderful convenient. 


Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain Pye-boord, Edmond, and : 


Edm. I can tell you, Captain, imply chough. it lies: 


here, tis the faire Room in my Mother's Houſe, as 


dainty a Room to Conjure in, methinks —why you 


may bid I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in't: 
my Father has had twenty in't at once! 
Pye. What, Devils? 


Edm. Devils, no, Deputies, and the wealthieſt Men he 


could get. 
Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your 


| Bufineſs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the 
- Chriſ-croſs of Noon; but oh, hear me, 3 


alm comes o'er my Stomach. 

Cap. Why, What's the matter, Sir? 

Sir God. Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a "— 
and tear the Hangings. 

Capt. Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. Ay, Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo ch; Ceiling. 


Sir God. Very true too, for tis but thin plaiſtered, and 


*rwill quickly take hold 'the Laths; and if he chance 
to ſpit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 
Capt. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 
Sir God. My Siſter is very curious and dainty o'er this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore if he muſt needs 


NPs" I pray defire him to an 'th e Dye. ; 


Sir God. within) Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coaſt 
clear t | 


. 


Midoto of Watling-ſtreet. 49 
Pye. Why, aſſure you, Sir Godfrey, be ſhall not be brought 
op Toit fo lirtle Manners, to ſpit and ſpawl o'th” F = 5h 
Sir Gad. Why I thank you, good Captain, pray have a 
care fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you I war- 


rant you; come, we'll into the next Room, and becauſe ” 


| we'll be ſure to keep him out there, we'll bar up the Door 
: with ſome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 

Edm. That will be a fine Device, Nuncle; and becauſe 
the Ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, I'll tear two. or 
three Roſaries in pieces, and ſtrew the Pieces about the 
Chamber. Ob! the Devil already. ¶ Rans in. Thunders. 


Pye. Sfoot, Captain, ſpeak ſomewhar for ſhame; it ligh- 


tens and thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? 


| Cap. Pray, Peace, George, —thou'lt make me laugh 
mon, and ſpoil all. | 


a Pye.Oh now it begins again; now,now,now! Captain. 
ap. s' ragdayon, pur, pur, colutnndrion,. 
Hois- Polis. | by 


Sir God. through the Key hole, within.) Oh admirable: 
Conjurer! bas ferchr Thunder already. | 
Pye. Hark, hark, again Captain. 
Cap. Benjamino, gaſpois-kay-goſgothoteron umbrois. 
SirGod. O, I would the Devil would come away quick= 
ly, he has no Conſcience to puta Man to ſuch Pain. 
1 Pye. Again. Boers ; 
Cap. Flowſte kak opumpos-dragone-leloomenos hodge podge.. 
r Dye. Well ſaid, Captain. | | 
? Sir God. So long a coming? O would I had ne er begun't. 
J now, for I fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will deſtroy 
all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my Cord 
b, ich Country. 5 
bn Cap. Gog de gog, hobgoblin, hunks, hounſlow, hockley 


te coome park. 
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2 id O Brother, ür Eher, what aTempeſt's ich Garden, 


lure there's ſome Conjuration abroad. 
Sir God. Tis at home, Siſter. | 
Pye. By and by I'll ftep in, Captain. 
Cap. Nuncł Nunck Rip Gaſcoines, Ips, Drip-Dropite, 
Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Mag; alas, alas. 
Pye. Now, I come. e 
Cap. O Sulphure _ 
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_ Pye. Arch-Conjurer, - what would'ſt thou with me? 

Sir God. O, the Devil, Siſter, i'th* Dining - Chamber; 
fing, Siſter, I warrant you that will keep him out; 
quickly, quickly. _ | [Goes in. 

Pye. So, ſo, ſ0;(1'll releaſe thee; enough. Captain, e- 
nough ; allow us ſome timeto laugh alitfte, they're ſhud- 
dering and ſhaking by this time, 69. if an Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. _ 
Cap. Sirrah George, have was 't? how was t? did 1 


dot well enough? 


Pye. Woult Pakere me, Captain, better than any Con; 
rer, for here was no harm in this, and yet their horri- 
Bie expectation ſatisfied well; you were much beholden 
to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac d you 
1 I can tell you. = 

Cap. J muſt needs ſay fo, George, Sirrah if we could 
ha cone hither cleanly a Crapker, or a Fire-wheel, 
vad been admirable. 


ye. Blurt, blurt. there's nothing remains to put thee | 


to pain now, Captain. 


Cap. Pain? I proreſt, George, my heels are ſorer than 
a Whitſaon Morris-dancer's. _ 

Pye. All's paſt now—only to reveal that the Chain's 
ith? Garden, where, thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe two 


Days. 


Gap. But, I fear that Fox Nicholas had reveal'd it al- 
ready.. 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you "muſt put it to th venture 
now : Nay *tis time, call upon em, take pity on em, for 


1 believe ſome of em are in a pitiful Caſe by this time. 


Cap.. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas. Kinfman,——'sfoot they're 


| faf at it ſtill; George, Sir Gadfrey / 


Sir God. Oh; is that the Devil's Voice ? how comes he 
to know my Name? 

Cap. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quicted. 

5 God. What, is he laid ? | 
Cap. Laid ; and has newly dropt 
Your Chain i'th*- Garden. | 

_ God. Pth* Garden! in our Garden? 

Cap. Vouf Garden. 4 
Sir God. © ſweet Conjurer ! whereabouts there? 


* 1 Cas. 


ap: 


Widow of Watling-ftreet. 51 
Cap. k well about a Bank of Roſemary. 5 
Sir God. Siſter, the Roſemary- bank, come, come; 
there's my Chain, he ſays: 1 
Wid. Oh, happineſs? run, run. [Suppoſet h to go. 
Em. Ciptiid Conjuren? [Eam. at key-hole, 
Cap. Who? Maſter EAmond? | 1 
Edm. Ay, Maſter Edmond; may I come in fafcly 
without Danger, think you ? Ns 
Cap. Pub, long ago, it is all as t was at firſt; 
Fear nothing, pray come near how now, Man? 
Edm. Oh ! this Room's mightily hot i'faith; 'slid, my 
Shirt ſticks to my Belly already ; what a ſteam the 
Rogue has left behind him? Foh, this Room muſt be 
airs, Gentlemen, it ſmeils horribly of Brimfſtone,,—— 
let's open the Windows. IS 
Pye. Faith, Maſter Edmond, tis but your Conceit.. 
Eqdm. I wodld you could make me believe that, i faith, 
who do you think Icannot ſmell his Savour, from ano- 
ther; yer I take ir kindly from you, becauſe you would 
not put me in a Fear, i faith yo my Troth I ſhall love 
you for this the longeſt Day of my Life. 
Cap. Puh, tis nothing, Sir, love me when you ſee more. 
Edm. Maſs, now remember, I'll look whether he has 
ſindged the Hangings, or no, | 
Pye. Captain, to entertain a little ſport till they come; 
make him believe, you'll charm him inviſible, he's apt to 
ad mite any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force to't. 
Cap. Go, retire to yonder end then. 1 26 
Edm. I proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are yoù not? 


Cap. O Maſter Edmond, you know but the leaſt part of 


me yet; why now at this Inſtant I could flouriſh my 
Wand thrice o'er your Head, and charm you inviſible, 

Edm, What you could not make me walk inviſible, 
Man? I ſhould laugh at that faith; troth Til requite your 
Kindneſs; an you'll do't, good Captain Conjurer. 

Cap. Nay, I ſhould hardly deny you ſuch a ſmall kind- 
neſs, Maſter Edmund Plus; why, look you, Sir, tis no 
more but this, and thus agen, and now y'are inviſible. 

Edm. Am I, faith? who would think it? 

Cap. You ſee the Fortune-teller yondꝭ at farther end 
o' th' Chamber, go towards him, do what you will with 
him, he ſhall ne'er find you. Eum. 
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Garden. 


let me marry a Man 


" 


Edm. Say you ſo, I'll try that i' faith Tuſtles him. 
_ "Pye. Hoe now, Captain? who's that juftled me? 
Cap. Juſtled you? I ſaw no body . 
. Edm. Ha, ha, ha, —ſay twas a Spirit. 
9 Shall 1— may be ſome Spirit that haunts the 
ircte. 
Pye. O my Noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 


{Palls him by the Noſe, I, 


 Edm. Troth this is exlent, I may do any Knavery now 
and never be ſeen, —and now I remember me, Sir Gad-+ 
Frey, my Uncle, abus'd me t'ocher day, and told Tales of 
me to my Mothef——Troth now I'm invihble, IH hit 
bim a round whirrit o'th' Ear, when he comes out o'th 
I may be reveng'd on him now finely. 
Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frances, Nicholas with 
8 the Chain. | 

Sir God. I have my Chain again, my Chain's found 
again. {[Kdmond ftrikes him. 
O ſweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer, 

O, what mean you by that, Nephew y? 
 Edm. Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle? 

id. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Son? 

Edm. Why, Captain, am I nor inviſible ? | 

Cap. A good jeſt, George - not now you are not, Sir, 
Why did not you ſee me when I did unchatm you? 
Eam. Not I, by my Troth, Capta in; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
thought I'd been inviſible when I truck you. 

Sir God. So, you would do't ? go,—you'rea fooliſh Boy, 
And were I not o'ercome with greater Joy, | 
I'd make you taſte Correction. 

Edm. Correction, puſh—no, neither you nor my 
Mother ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sir God. Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let me embrace you, O my ſweet Chain, 
act een makes me giddy, rare Man ; twas juſt th" 
oſemary-bank, as if one ſhould hi laid it there. 
O cunning, cunning ! | , 
Wid. Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry ; 
on Wit, a Man of Parts, here's a 
"worthy Captain, and tis a fine Title truly la wn 
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Captain's Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, bes 
fide all the World knows that a worthy Captain is a fit 
Companion to any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed- 
fellow for any Lady ll have it o | 
Enter Frailty. 

Beil O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſt Sight 
coming along this way. | 

Wid. What brave Sight? | 

Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going 
to hanging. 

Wid. A rueful Sight. 

2 'Sfoot, Captain, III pawn my Life the Corporal's 

d, and old Skirmiſh the Soldier going to Execution, 
and* tis now about the time of his waking; hold out a 
little longer, fleepy Potion, and we ſhall have exlent 
Admiration; for I'Il take upon me the Cure of him. 
Enter the Coffin of the Corporal, and. the Soldier bound, 
and led by the Officers, the Sheriff there. 

Frail. O here they come, here they come 

Pye. Now muſt. I cloſe ſecretly with the Soldier, Pave 
vent his Impatience, or elſe all's diſcover'd. 

Wid. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
thar fought- and bled- before our door. 

Sir God. Whar, they were not, Siſter?" 

Skir. George, look to't, I'll peach at Tybwrn elſe. 

Pye. Mum Gentles all, vouchſafe me n 
and you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: 
Yon Man is bound to Execution, 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffin'd. 

Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Law, —— and 1 


know the Law: 


Pye. But under favour, Maſter Sheriff; if this Man had 
been cur'd and fate again, he ſhould have beenreleas'd then? 

Sher. Why, make you queſtion of that, Sir? 

Fye. Then L.releaſe him freely, and will take upon 
me the Death that he ſhould die, if within a little Sea - 
ſon 1 do nat cure him to his proper Health again. 

Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead Man? 

That were moſt ſtrange of all. [Frances comes to bim. 

Fran. Sweet Sir, 1 love you dearly, and could wiſh 
my beſt part yours. —©O do not undertake ſuch an im- 
polſibleventure. C 3. ; 5 2 
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Pye. Love you me? then for your ſweet ſake I'll do't. 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 
Sher. Bearers, ſet down the Coffin, this is wonder- 
ful, and worthy Stow's Chronicle. | 
Pye. I pray beſtow the freedom of the Air upon our 
whaleſom Art. Maſs; his Cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth: Nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or 1 
ſhall have a longer Sleep than you, —'sfoor, if he ſhould. 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd upon me 
tor making a Property on him, yet I had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have a Rope like a Tetrer run upon-me. 
O— be ſtirs— he ftirs again——look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ſtarts, he riſes. — 2 
Sher. Oh, oh, defend us—— ut, alas. 
Pye. Nay, pray be till; you'll make him more giddy. 
elſe, he knows no body yer. 
Corp. Zowns; where am I? cover'd with Snow? I 
marvel? | | 
Pye. Nay, I knew he would ſwear the firſt thing he 
did, as ſoon as he came to Life again. 135 
Corp. Sfoot, Hoſteſs ſome hot Porridge.— oh, 
ho, lay on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon-Parlour, there. 
Pye. Lady, you muſt needs take a little pity of him 
i' faith, and ſend him into your Kitchen- Fire. 
id. ©, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear him in. | | 
| Nich. Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, I 
$ mall ne'er have the Heart to do't, indeed la. 
| _ Fra. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoſt; 
[ of all Men. | 
* Corp. Sblood, let me ſee, where was J drunk laſt 
F Night? hah —— . | 
Wid. O, ſhall I bid you once again take him away? 
>  _ Frail. Why, we're as fearful as you, I warrant you--oh-- 
id. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Caw- 
die preſently to ſettle his Brain or a Poſſet of Sac k, 
quickly, quickly. [ Exeunt, Puſhing in the Corps. 
Sher. Sir, whatſo&'er you are, I do more than admire 
ov. . . | 
f Wid. O 1, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as you ſhall 
do, you would ſay then, that here were tvro of the ra- 


rteſt Men within the Walls of Chriſtendom, Sher, 
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Sher. Two of em, O wonderful: Officers, I diſcharge 
you, et him free, all's in tune. 
Si God. Ay, anda Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which I moſt c ral invite you, and your 
late Priſoner there. See you this goodly Chain, Ar; mum. 
no more Words, twas 1 and is found again: come, 
my ineſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your noble Acts in 
{parkling Charnico, and inftead of a Jeſter. we'll ha'the 
Ghoſt i th white Sheet fir at upper end o th Table. 
Sher. Exlent, merry Man, i“ faith. Exit. 
Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjoin'd to love, and marry, 
My fooliſh Vow thus I caſheer to Air 8 
Which firſt begot it now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his Lecture in my Heart. Exeunt. 
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Enter in haſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. 
Bam. & HIS is the Marriage-morning for my Mo- 
ther and my Siſter. 
Frail. O me, Matter Edmond, we ſhall have rare doings. 
Edm. Nay, go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know 
my Mother wil be married t Saint Antlings, hie thee, 
ts alt five, bid them open the Church-door, my Siſter 
is almoſt ready. 
Frail, What already, Maſter Edmond? 
Edm. Nay, go hie thee, firſt run to the Seton, and run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter Pigman the Par ſon, 


_ then run to the Milliner, and then run home again” * 
Frail. Here's run, run, run 


Edm. But hark, Frailty. 1 
Frail. What, more yet? 


Eam. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way 
to the Church? i 
Frail. Fob, an hour ago, I help'd em my ſelf. 
 Edm, Away, away, away, away then. 
Frait, Away, away, away, away then. [Exit Frailry: 
Edm. I ſhall have a ſimple Father-in-law, a brave Cap- 
ia to beat all our Street: OI now my Lady 


Mother 
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Mother will be fitted for a delicate Name, my Lady Lale, 
my Lady Idle, the fineſt Name that can be for a Woman. 


and then the Scholar, Maſter. Pye-boord for my Siſter 
Frances, that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye-boord, Miſtreſs: 


* 


Frances Pye-boord, they'll keep a noble Table, I warrarte 


you: Now all the Knights Noſes are put out of joint, 
they may go to a Bone-ſetter's now. 
| Enter Captain and Pye-boord. | 
Hark, hark; O' who comes here with two Torches before 
em, my ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are ſhot up in one Night, they look like fine 
Britains now methinks, here's a gallant change i'faith ;: 
lid, they have hir'd Men and all by the Clock. 

Cate. aſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter Ea. 
mond. 

Edm. Foh, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare per- 
fume i faith. | 


Pye. What, are the Brides ſtirring? may we ſteal 


upon em, think'ſt thou, Maſter Edmond? 


Edm. Faw, they're een upon readineſs, I can aſſure 
you; for they were at their Torch e en now, by the ſame 
token I tumbled down the Stairs. 

Pye. Alas, poor Maſter Edmond. 

99 Enter Muſicians. 

Capt. O, the. Muſicians! I. prethee, Maſter Edmond, 
call'em in, and liquor em a little. ; 

Edm. That 1 will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, and. 
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. [ Exe. 

Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, and Moll above lacing. 

| of her Cloaths. 

Dub. Whewh, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 

Moll. Who's there? 

Daub. *Tis I. 

Moll. Who, Sir Fohn Penm- Dub? O you're an early. . 
Cock i' faith, who would have thought you to be ſo 
rare a ſtirrer? | | | 

Dub. Prethee, Moll, let me come up. 

Moll. No by my Faith, Sir John, Vil keep you down, 
2 you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get 
above. 5 | 


Dub. III not ſtay i faith: 


* 
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Moll. Lfaith you fhallftay; for, Sir Fohn, you muſt 
Hote the nature of the Climates : YourNorthern Wench in 
v oven Country may well hold out till ſhe be fiſteen, 

ut if ſne touch the South once, and come up to London, 
here the Chimes go preſently after twelve. | 

Pub. O thou'rt a mad Wench, Moll, but I prethee make 
haſte, for the Prieſt is gone before. We 

Moll. Do you tollow him, III not be long after. 

. [ Exennt. 
Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipſtaff, and 
| old Skirmiſh talking. 

Muck. O monſtrous unbeard of Forgery! 

Tip. Knight, I never heard of ſuch Villany in our own 
Country in my Life. 


Muck. Why, 'tis impoſſible, dare you maintain your - 


Words? 

Stix. Dare we een to their wezen Pipes; we know 
all their Plots, they cannot ſquander with us, they have 
Knavifhly abus d us, made only Properties ons roadvance 


their {&lves upon our Shoulders; but they hall rue their 
Abuſes, This Morning they are to be married. | 


Muck. *Tis tho true, yet if the Widow be not too much 


beſotted on Sights and Forgeries, the Revelation of their 
Villanies will make em loachſome ; and to that end, be it 
in private to you, I {ent late laſt Night to an Honourable 
Perſonage, to whom I am much indebted in kindneſs, as 


he is to me, and therefore preſume upon the payment of 


his Tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and to ſpeak Truth, for ſuch needful Occaſions, I only 
preſerve him in Bond, and ſometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free Word of his Mouth, than 


if he had paid one half in Hand, and took Doomſday for 


t'other. 
- Tip. Tn. trath, Sir, withour „ you 
bave publiſh'd much Judgment in theſe few Words. 


Muck. For you know, what ſuch a Man utrers will be 


thought effectual, and ro weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
_ is Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
eries. | 
Skir. Aud 1 il maintain it, Knight, if ſhe} be true. 


- Enter Servant. hs "#1, 


Mack. How now, Fellow. Seru. 
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Serv. Mayit pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
from his Cdlel. | hu | 7 bo! oy 5 


Vou ſee be loves me well; up betore Heav'n, 
Truſt me, J have found him Night- capt at Eleven: 
There's good hope yet; come, I'll relate all to him. 
h £1 *  Exenunt. 
Enter the two Bridegrooms,Captain and Scholar. After them 
Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd in Apparel, 
Miſtreſ Frances led between two Knight,: Sir John Penny- 
Dub and Moll; there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck- hill, a#d Sir Andrew Tipſtaff. 
Nob. By your leave, Lady. | k 
x Wid. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaſtly welcome. 
# Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
| not to flatter you; upon whom can I juſtly caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 
Milk, ſuch is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
headed Woman that's a Widow. For it is the P 
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thoſe that. honeftly and carefully love you, w the main- 


6 
| | of all you that are Widows (a Handful excepted) to hate 
| ttenance of Credit, State, and Poſterity, and ſtrongly to 
| 


doar on thoſe, that only love you to undo you; and re- 
gard you leaſt, are beſt regarded; who hate you moſt, 
are beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſt 
ten thou ſand Millions of Men, that is accurſt, diſaſtrous, 
and evilly planetted; whom Fortune beats moſt, whom 
God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that Man 
is ſure to be a Husband Such is the peeviſh Moon that 
rules your Bloods. An impudent Fellow beſt wooes you, 
a flattering Lip beſt wins you, or in mirth, who talks 
rougzlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt; nor can you diſtinguiſh Truth 
from Forgeries, Miſts from Simplicity; witneſs thoſe rwo 
deceitful Monſters, that you have entertain'd for Bride - 
Mid. Deceit ful [grooms. 
Fye. All will out. 
Cap. Sfoot, who was't blabb'd, George? that fooliſh 
Nicholas. | | 
Nob. For what they have beſotred your eaſie Blood 
wirhal,- were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-relli 
for Husbands, and the Conjuring for the Chain; Sir 7 . 
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Much. Is my Lord come already? his Honout's early; 


— = 


; Widow of Watling-ftreet. 59 


frey heard the falſhood. of all; nothing but meer Kaa- 


very, Deceit and Couzenage. 

id. O wonderful! indeed I wondred that my Hus 
band, with all * Craft, could not keep himſelf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir God. And I more wonder, that my Chain ſhould 
be gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moll. And 1 wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be tied 
from Marriage, having ſuch a mind tot; come Sir Jahn 

Dub, fair Weather on our fide, the Moon _ 
chang ſince Veſternight. 

Pye. The ſting of every Evil is within me. 3 

Nob. And that you may perceive I feign not with you, 
behold their Fellow actor in thoſe Forgeries, who full ot 


* and Envy at their ſo ſudden Advancements, reveal d 
their Plot in anger. 1 6 


Pye. Baſe Soldier, to reveal us. 


Wid. ls't poſſible we ſhould be blinded ſo, and our 
Eyes open? | 

Nob. Widow, will you now believe that falſe, which 
too ſoon you believ'd true? 

Wid. O, to my ſhame, I do. 

Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was 
truly loſt, and ſtrangely found again. 

Nob. Reſolve him hee Soldier. 


Skir. In few words, Knight, then thou wert the 
Arch-Gull of all. | | | | 


Sir God. How Sir ? | N 

Skir. Nay I' prove it: For the Chain was but hid iu 
the Roſemary · bank all this while, and thou got ſt him our 
of Priſon to conjure for it, who did it admirably fu ſtian- 
ly, for indeed what needed any others, when he knew 
where. it: was? 


Sir God. O Villany of Villains! but fon came A 
Chain there? 
Skir. Where's Truly la, Indeed la? he that wil 10 Seren. 


but lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: Pure 3 
Saint Antlings. 8 


Sir God. O Villain! one of our a 
Deem'd always Holy, Pure, Religious 
A Puritan, a Thief? when was't ever heard? 
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Out Slave, = — my Lion 10 oy Back 5 TP 
With mine own Hands: | 8 
. Wich. Dear Maſter, oh. 3 £ ey e 4 

Nod. Nay, Knight dwell in patience. | 


And now, Widow, being ſo near the Church, twere re great 
pity, nay unchariry,to fend you home again without aHuſ- 
band: Draw near, you of true Worſhip, State and Credit: 
That ſhould not ſtand ſo far off from a Widow. and ſuffer 

forged Shapes to come between you. Not that in t heſe I 
blemiſh the true Title ofa Captain, or blot the fair margent 

of a Scholar. forthonour worthy and deſerving parts in the 
one, and cheriſſi fruitful Virtues in the other. Come Lady, 
and you Virgin, beſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Aﬀec- 
tions, upon Men of Eſtimation, both in Court and City, 
that have long wooed you, and both with their Hearts 
and Wealth ſincerely love you. 

Si God. Good Siſter, do: Sweet little Frank theſe are 

Men of Reputation, you ſhall! be welcome at Court; a 

great Credit for a Citizen, ſweet Siſter. 
Nob. Come, her ſilence does conſent to'r, 
IWid. I know not with what Face. 
:. Ned. Pah,pah,with your ownFace,they deſire no other. 
id. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my N 
have wrong'd your Loves. 
Mack, Tis eaſily pardon'd, Lady, 
If you vouchſafe it now. 
Wid. With all my Soul. 
Pran. And I, with all my Heart. 
* Moll. And I, Sir John, with Soul, Heart, Lights ad all 
Kr God. They are all mine, Moll. 
- Neb. New Lady: 

W hat honeft Spirit, but will applaud your Chile; 

And gladly furniſh you with Hand and Voice: 

A happy change wich makes een Heav'n rejoice. 

Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want 

For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me; 


But that you al have Hands enough to gie ye. 
; — 
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